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Using the Straight Girl




Ashley Halladay


I.




“Use me.”

As the words came out of Ashley’s mouth, the world stopped, and my heart along with it. There had been any number of things I had expected her to say and quite a few more I was terrified she would. Those two words, in that order and with that look on her face, had not been among them. If I hadn’t been so sure that this was real life, I would have pinched myself.

I was at a loss for words with no idea what the right thing to say was, no idea even what I wanted to say, right or not. My body, on the other hand, had a less ambiguous reaction to Ashley’s words. My heart thumped in my chest, like a struck gong. Goosebumps covered my arms and the exposed skin on my chest, just above the neckline of my top. My tongue felt like it had grown three sizes and was suddenly too large for my mouth. A flash of heat crept across my face, down my neck and chest, and then lower still.

Oh shit, I thought to myself, this is a terrible idea. But even then I knew that that wasn’t going to stop me. Terrible idea or not, Ashley’s words and everything that had led up to it, awakened something in me, a deep and primal hunger that was not going away until it was satisfied.

And I had some ideas about what that might look like. From the glint in Ashley’s eye and the way she bit her lower lip playfully, I imagined she did too. I wanted her and she wanted me. That was clear and obvious and impossible. Only obviously it wasn’t because no sooner had I had that thought than Ashley leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.


II.

Earlier that day…

One year of college in the books, bags packed and in the car. I paused at the door of the car and looked back, my eyes drinking in the campus that had come, for better or worse, to be my home over the last two semesters. I would miss the brick buildings and the cobblestone paths that wound their way through tree line quads and past the fraternity houses that lined frat row. There was an ache in my chest that I had not been able to shake for the past week. It felt like unfinished business.

“Come on, Harper,” my father called impatiently from the car. “We have a long drive ahead of us.”

And we did. It passed mostly in silence with a few questions and a bit of small talk back and forth. But that lasted only a half hour or so before we lapsed into silence and I was left alone with my thoughts.

I should have been thinking about the year, reflecting on how I had grown and changed. The friends I had made, the things I had learned. You know, that kind of bullshit. Instead, my mind was focused only on what I hadn’t done. You see coming into college I had set a list of goals for myself. Some were vague and easy: make friends. Some were specific and challenging: get a 4.0 GPA. But the common theme was that I had accomplished all of them. All of them except for one: lose my virginity.

It might sound crass in comparison to some of my other more wholesome goals, but for me it was part of growing up and more than that it was part of exploring my identity, one that I had only realized in my senior year of highschool. Namely that I was into girls. Growing up in a small town that was a bit…let’s say ‘traditional’...had blinded me to what should have been obvious about myself and who I really was. It felt like I had so much catch up to play and college seemed like the obvious place to do it.

Maybe I had watched too many movies, including some of the more erotic variety, and that had warped my expectations and my imagination. It’s not like I was expecting sorority pillow fights that devolved into experimental makeout sessions, but I thought that college would be different, that it would be the place where I could come out of my shell and become the person I was supposed to be. It hadn’t quite played out that way for one reason or another. And now I was on my way home with nothing to look forward to for the summer. Nothing, that is, except getting to see my best friend Ashley.

We already had plans made for the moment we both got home, which really meant when I got home. Ashley had finished classes a week before me and she was already back home with her parents, going stir crazy and texting me every five minutes it seemed to ask me when I was going to be back. My response was always the same: not soon enough.

When we finally made it home, Ashley’s car was already in the driveway. My dad chuckled when he saw it.

“Of course she’s already here,” he said, but there was a wide smile on his face. My dad was a man of few words, but he really did care and I think after seeing me so morose and withdrawn on the ride home, he was excited for me that I was going to see my best friend. “Don’t worry about unpacking. I’ll take care of the boxes and your mother will help too. You run along with Ashley and go get up to whatever trouble you two have planned. Just make sure it’s not too much trouble.”

I threw my arms around his neck and gave him a big hug.

“Thank you so much,” I said, feeling my mood lift as the tension and anxiety melted away at the prospect of spending time with Ashley.

No sooner had I broken one hug than I was enveloped in another, though this one was a bit more forceful. I saw a blur in the corner of my eyes and then felt myself falling as the air was knocked from my lungs. I laughed as I saw a shock of blonde hair and heard Ashley’s voice practically screaming into my ear.

“Harper!” she shouted as we both tumbled to the ground. We rolled once and then again and then came to an unceremonious stop. Ashley ended up on top of me.

“Ashl—” I started to scream her name, but stopped short. “Holy shit. You got super hot.”

The words tumbled out of my mouth before I had a chance to think about them. But in my defense, they were true. Very very true.

Ashley had never been ugly, but she had been a late bloomer. Tall and long and awkward in high school, it had always seemed like she hadn’t quite grown into her body. Now, she clearly had. A year had filled her out, rounding out the sharp bony edges and angles with soft feminine grace. Her smile had always been captivating, but now as she smiled at me it felt electric. I saw the color rise in Ashley’s cheeks, but she played it off.

“Right?”

Despite myself, I couldn’t help but glance down at her chest.

“Where did those come from?” I asked with a laugh and it was clear what I meant.

“These?” Ashley asked as she placed her hands on either side of her tits and pressed them together.

They were massive. Last summer, the last time I had seen her, Ashley's chest had been as flat as a boy’s. Now, the tits she was smuggling would have given Sydney Sweeny a run for her money. It was hard—no, impossible—not to stare.

I felt a surge of arousal as thrilling as it was confusing. This was Ashley. I was not supposed to be feeling and thinking these kinds of things about Ashley. Quickly, I shook the feeling away.

“Ummm, Ash. Little hard to breathe right now.” And it was but not for the reason she assumed.

“Oh, sorry,” she said as she climbed off me. “Just a little excited.”

She stood first and helped me to my feet.

“So,” she said, “what kind of trouble are we getting up to?”

“I heard Kimmy Mathieson is having a rager tonight. Everyone is going to be there. Booze, drugs, strippers, fireworks, all the usual stuff. Want to go?”

I paused for a moment and smiled. It felt like home to slip into our old routines, our old habits, our old inside jokes.

“So hang out in your parents basement and pretend that we never even met any of those people we went to highschool with?”

“Exactly,” she said. “You know me so well.” And then, more seriously. “God, I missed you, Harp.”

“Missed you too, Ash.” I said, but I was half distracted.

Ashley gave me a quizzical look. “Everything okay?”

I nodded, partly to convince her and partly to convince myself. It was okay, or at least it was going to be. Ashley’s glow up had just caught me by surprise. That was all. That had to be all it was.

It was a lie, but it was one I desperately wanted to believe.


III.

Our hangout spot of choice was the same as it had always been: the basement of Ashley’s parents’ house. Her parents were always working late or out doing something. It gave us the privacy to be teenagers that we would never find at my house with my well-intentioned but massively overbearing parents.

“So, seriously,” I said, changing the subject again, and regretting it as soon as the words came out of my mouth. “What happened?”

Ashley smiled and I could tell that at least part of her enjoyed the attention her newfound looks had brought. I’m sure I wasn’t the first one to ask or the first one to gawk.

“Who knows?” she said with a shrug. “I’ve heard about girls' boobs getting bigger with birth control, but this—” She paused and gestured toward her heaving breasts. “—is pretty insane. I guess I'm just a bit of a late bloomer.”

I shook my head. “Some girls get all the luck.”

“Oh, please,” Ashley said and punched me playfully on the arm. “You were always the hot one. Still are. Just because I don’t look out of place standing next to you anymore is no reason to be jealous.”

I could feel the warmth in my cheeks.

“The hot one?” I asked, incredulously.

Ashley rolled her eyes. “Oh come on, Harper. You’re just fishing now. You’re a fucking smokeshow and you know you always have been.”

My heart was in my throat and once again it felt like I couldn’t breathe. I could feel a buzz that made my skin tingle like I had drunk one cup of coffee too many. My mouth was dry and anything I wanted to say in response died on my lips.

“Somebody’s blushing,” Ashley said playfully, but it just made things worse.

The way she was teasing me was setting something off inside me that I was struggling to control. I tried to slow my breathing and was only partly successful.

“So, you haven’t told me yet,” Ashley said and I couldn’t tell if she was changing the subject or implying something that I truly hoped she wasn’t implying.

“Told you?” I played clueless and dumb, which was easy because I more or less was. There was very little brain activity currently being devoted to higher order functions. Most of it was committed to the thought: pretty girl, must kiss. I guess evolution hadn’t quite gotten rid of the cavewoman part of my brain.

“If you crossed everything off your list. Last summer you wouldn’t stop talking about it, but you haven’t said much about it this year. Did you do it?”

Her smile was conspiratorial. She was waiting for the hot gossip. I felt a pang in my chest at the thought of disappointing her, or at least I told myself that was why.

“I made my grades,” I said, choosing my words carefully. I could hardly meet Ashley’s gaze without my tongue going numb and tripping over my words. “I made honors and all that. Wrote for the school paper. Going to be an RA next year. So, overall I think I did fairly—”

Ashley rolled her eyes and I stopped short.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing. Except you know that’s not what I’m asking about.”

She raised one eyebrow playfully. My cheeks felt like they were on fire and a similar situation was building between my legs.

“Oh,” I said and averted my gaze. “That. Uh, no didn’t manage to lose my virginity. I guess the cosmopolitan worldliness I had hoped for at college wasn’t quite up to expectations.”

“What? No hot lesbians that caught your eye?”

The casualness with which Ashley threw those kinds of words was not helping. Nor was the glint in her eye that almost convinced me she knew what she was doing, that she knew that she was teasing me, and that…she liked it. But that wasn’t possible. I knew that. I was horny and frustrated after a freshman year that hadn’t been what I had hoped for. That, combined with Ashley’s new looks, was just throwing my equilibrium out of whack. A good night’s sleep, perhaps preceded by a good—well you know—and I would feel better in the morning. I just needed to avoid doing anything stupid for the rest of the night. I didn’t realize then how impossible that task would be.

“No, or I mean, there were a few. But less than I was hoping for and—don’t laugh—but all the good ones were already taken! I guess when there just aren’t that many options people end up pairing up pretty quickly. And the whole community was…I mean they were welcoming I guess, but also a little cliquish and a little judgemental. Like there was only one way to be gay or lesbian and if you colored outside those lines then you were obviously just a LUG.”

Once I started talking it was hard to stop. I could feel tears behind my eyes and would have laughed if I hadn’t been worried I would just end up crying. It seemed there was more I was holding onto from the year than I had realized, or at least more than I had been willing to admit to myself.

“LUG?”

“Lesbian until graduation,” I explained. “Not to say that’s never a thing, but it’s a not so nice way to tell someone that they aren’t a real lesbian.”

“Ouch,” Ashley said and she placed her hand on mine.

My skin burned where she touched me. It was a simple friendly gesture, one that I’m sure Ashley had made a hundred times before. It had never felt like that. I pulled my hand away like it had touched a hot stove.

“Sorry,” I said, “just startled me.”

Ashley raised one questioning eyebrow, but said nothing.

“I just thought college was going to be my place, you know? Where I could finally find out what it means to be me, to find out what it’s like to—”

“Fuck some baddie?”

My eyes went wide. “Ash!”

She laughed. “Sorry, too graphic? That is it though, isn’t it? I don’t think there’s anything wrong with that.”

“I guess so,” I sighed. “And thanks. I appreciate that.”

“I guess I’m just doomed to the incel life,” I said, hoping that it sounded like a joke. From the way Ashley winced, I knew that I had missed my mark.

There was a pause after that and the silence was unbearable. Ashley brought one hand up to her face and ran one finger across her chin, deep in thought. A moment later her eyes lit up.

“I have an idea,” she said, and her enthusiasm was contagious.

Even though I had no idea what she meant, I could feel some of the dread evaporating and in its place came something that felt like hope.

“Okay, what is it?”

“You can’t get mad,” Ashley said. “Promise.”

“What is this about, Ash?”

She insisted. “You have to promise, Harper.”

I had no idea where she was going with this, but I trusted Ashley implicitly. She had been my best friend for as long as I could remember. If she had an idea, I would happily hear her out.

“Promise,” I said and I watched the smile spread across Ashley’s face.

There was a hint of an edge there that thrilled me. I had always thought of Ashley as innocent and pure, but there was something a bit dangerous now in her expression. I tried to push that thought out of my mind, particularly the part of it that couldn’t get over how sexy Ashley looked like that.

“Use me!” Ashley said, her smile and expression light and bouncy and in total contrast to the implications of what she had just said.

“Excuse me?” I couldn’t have heard her right. Or if I had, she clearly meant something different than what my filthy sexually frustrated mind jumped to.

“Use me,” she repeated, again with no explanation.

“What do you mean?” The question was a stall for time. My heart was pounding. This was a dream. It had to be.

“Use me. You are worried about having no experience with women when you go back to school next year. Well, I’m a girl. So…use me.”

“Use you?”

Ashley nodded. “Use me.”

This time the words sounded more like a command than a suggestion. I had always been the one to take charge in our relationship, but Ashley, with her newfound looks and newfound confidence, was slipping into that role. I was still trying to figure out why that turned me on so much, when my best friend leaned in and kissed me on the lips.


IV.

It wasn’t my first kiss, not technically. My first and only romantic kiss had been at the junior prom when some stupid boys had dared me and Alice Severino to kiss. Afterwards Becky had been worried that her parents were going to find out. Afterwards, I knew for sure that I was gay.

But if that kiss hadn’t managed to convince me, that first kiss with Ashley would have. Her lips fit against mine, like we had two halves of puzzle, a puzzle that had been there all along, the pieces always waiting to just fit together. Like it was meant to be. And that was how it felt. I lost myself in the feel of her lips on mine. When her tongue darted into my mouth, jostling with my own, I felt a surge go through that was equal parts arousal and contentment. It felt right, deep down in my bones. But the contentment was brief. In its place rose a hunger, deep and primal. A hunger for my straight best friend.

“Wow,” I said when we finally broke the kiss. “You’re a good kisser.”

So, I probably needed to work on my pillow talk as well. I felt heat creep into my cheeks, worried that my corniness would put Ashley off. She only laughed.

“I could say the same about you.” Ashley winked at me and I felt myself swoon.

“R-really?” I stuttered.

My god. What was happening? I was melting into a puddle. How could this be real? And with that thought the panic started to set in. This was a terrible idea. I was horny and frustrated and so it felt good, but taking a step back all I could think of was how awful this idea was. Ashley was straight, wasn’t she? And even if she wasn’t, it would still be an awful idea to mix friendship and pleasure like this and—

My train of thought was interrupted as Ashley leaned forward and kissed me again.

“What was that for?” I asked after we broke the kiss.

“Seemed like you were starting to overthink things.”

“Well, I wasn’t over—”

Ashley darted forward and pecked me playfully on the lips once more.

“Doing it again,” she said and I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Okay, maybe I am.” My lips still tingled where Ashley had kissed me.

“There will be time later to sort out the implications. Right now, I’m fucking horny. Aren’t you? So…let’s fuck!”

My breath caught in my throat as Ashley’s hands found their way to my hips and pulled me close against her.

“Have you…I mean are you…or have you ever?”

Ashley cocked an eyebrow. “Are you asking me if I've ever done this before? Or if I’m into girls?”

“Both?”

Ashley paused and gave it some thought. “Well, I’ve never quite done this before, but I’ve managed to pick up a few things this year. As for the girl question…well, that’s what we are going to find out.”

The smile she gave me was coy and playful. I wanted her so badly it hurt. This was a whole new side to Ashley that I was seeing and I absolutely loved it.

“What should we do first?” I asked, the excitement clear in my voice.

As the bonafide lesbian out of the two of us, part of me felt like I should take the lead, but when I looked at the confidence emanating from Ashley’s gaze, I decided against it. There was something there that drew me in, intoxicated me. I wanted to surrender to her and let her lead things. Ashley seemed to have similar ideas.

“Kissing was nice,” she said, with a wicked smile that told me more was coming. “But maybe we try it sans tops this time?”

It took me a moment to realize what she was saying. When I finally did, I couldn’t stop the smile that spread across my face.

“Oh, hell yea,” I said and my hands went to the hem of my shirt, but Ashley shook her head.

“Me first,” she said.

My hands fell immediately to my sides. I watched breathless as Ashley reached down and then up, pulling her tight fitting camisole over her head. Her tits popped into view, bouncing once and then twice before settling into an improbably high and perky place on her chest. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“No bra?” I said with a laugh that I hoped I concealed my drooling.

“Don’t need one.”

I sighed. Some girls have all the luck. Still, it was hard to be too jealous when I was staring directly at them, knowing that I was going to get to take them out for a spin. I could feel the excitement in the buzzing on my skin, in the rapid beat of my heart, and in the warmth that tingled in my fingertips. She looked magnificent.

Her tits were big, on their way to being truly massive, with a shape and perkiness that defied gravity. I wasn’t exactly a slouch in the chest department myself, but Ashley’s were like something out of nudie magazine. If I hadn’t known better, I wouldn’t have believed that they were real.

“Wow,” was all that I could say.

“Right?”

“Now me?” I asked, and suddenly my mouth felt slow and awkward.

My hands were trembling as they reached for my top to take it off. Ashley stepped toward me. The room was still and silent. I could hear my own heart as it pounded against my rib cage.

Ashley put her hands on mine and shook her head.

“Allow me.”

Once again I let my hands fall away and let Ashley take charge. She smiled at me as her hands gripped the fabric of my shirt and helped guide it over my head. I wasn’t quite as blessed or as confident as Ashley so there was still a bra to remove underneath.

“It’s a front cl—”

Ashley didn’t need the information; she unhooked the clasp in the front before I could even finish my sentence. I felt a thrill go through me as she let my bra pop open and pushed to the sides. The strips slipped over my shoulders and fell to the ground.

“Hot damn,” Ashley said, and let out a low whistle. “Those look good enough to eat.”

I was blushing. Hard. My cheek burned and I had the almost uncontrollable urge to giggle. I felt like an excited schoolgirl, though the things we were about to do were certainly going to be very, very grown up.

Ashley’s hands traced a path across my shoulders. I shuddered as her fingertips brushed against the bare skin of my collar bone. She smiled knowingly at me as her fingers moved lower onto the top of my chest, tracing lazy circles and curlicues on my flushed skin. When she reached the tops of my heaving breasts, I felt my breath catch in my throat. There was a flood of wetness between my legs and a flood of arousal coursing through my veins. She leaned in close.

“This straight girl is going to make sure that by the end of the summer, you have all the experience you need to take back with you to college. You are gonna blow all the girls minds with the things you do to their bodies. But first I’m going to do it to you.” If words were capable of making me cum, I’m sure those would have done the trick. My knees wobbled underneath me as Ashley continued. “And then you are going to do it to me. How does that sound? Do you like that idea? Using the straight girl?”

Fuck. My brain had room for nothing other than lust. Something about her calling herself ‘the straight girl’ drove me wild. The idea of seducing her, ‘turning’ her you might say, made me feel sexy and confident and desirable in all the ways I had been hoping for when I went off to college. It was ironic that what I had been looking for ended up being much closer to home than I could have ever expected. Ironic, but incredibly fucking hot.

It felt like a fever dream as Ashley fingers moved down my chest, closer and closer until…the world went white as she took one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger and tugged on it gently.

“Oh, sensitive,” she said, seeing my reaction. “I like that.”

I could only whimper and nod my head in agreement. My body was simply incapable of anything else at that moment.

Ashley smirked at me, like she had a secret only she knew. That look was doing things to me, confusing me in ways I didn’t know I could be confused. Not about my sexuality obviously, but about friendship and lust and the differences between romantic feelings and the love that comes with friendship and how any of that intersected—or didn’t—with the out of control horniness I was feeling. It would have been complicated enough to sort when my brain was at full capacity. But as Ashley leaned forward and wrapped her warm wet lips around my right nipple, I had other things on my mind.

I couldn’t believe that this was finally happening. I had been waiting for and dreaming of this moment for years: my first time with another girl. In all the fantasies that had played out in my head over the years, I had never imagined that it would be with Ashley, never imagined that it would be with my best friend. And that made the whole thing just that much fucking hotter.

I was losing it as Ashley’s tongue swirled around my nipple, while her fingers played with the other. I could feel myself dripping as the room started to spin

“Oh fuck, Ash,” I moaned. “Need to sit down. Or I think I might faint.”

Ashley popped my tit out of her mouth. It was wet and slick with her saliva. She smiled.

“That good, huh?”

I laughed and nodded. “You have no idea.”

We both moved to the couch, stripping off our pants as we went until both of us were wearing nothing but a thong. I hardly had time to sit before Ashley was all over me again. This time she pushed me flat onto my back and climbed on top of me. Her big, perfect tits hung tantalizingly in front of my face.

“Your turn,” she said and I felt my whole body respond. I thought I had understood arousal and lust before today. I couldn’t have been more wrong.

My body was alive with desire and passion in a way that thrilled and terrified me. I had never felt like this. Not even close. It was like waking up after a long and deep sleep to realize that there was more to life than just dreams. And it was better too, better than dreams.

“Hello?”

I grinned up at Ashley sheepishly. “Sorry,” I said. “Got lost in my own head a bit.”

“Well, get unlost, Harper. I’m too fucking horny to wait around!” Her tone was light and playful, but there was something underneath it, something that spoke to her impatience. And even that excited me. That I could get this beautiful goddess of a woman so worked up that she just couldn’t wait for us to fuck each others brains out turned me on even more. At that moment, there was nothing on my mind but sex and lust and pleasure. To desire and be desired was all that there was in the world. I did my best seductive smirk for Ashley before I leaned in and took her nipple in my mouth.

She reacted instantly. Her body shuddered and then snapped taut as the pleasure washed over her.

“Jesus fucking christ,” she hissed as I sucked greedily on her tits.

My own arousal was unbelievable. No one was even doing anything to me and I felt like I might cum just from how hot the whole situation was. Her tits were seriously so perfect. Just looking at them rising and falling with each breath Ashley took filled my chest with deep ache. I wanted her so badly, which was good, because I was going to have her.

My free hand moved around and cupped Ashley’s ass. The firm flesh pressed against my hand and I could feel the muscle underneath. I gave it a playful smack. Ashley’s eyes went wide for a moment and a sexy smile spread across her face.

“Do that again,” she said. The intensity in her eyes took my breath away.

Smack.

“Again,” she growled, she placed a hand on the back of my head and pulled me in closer, pressing me down until I was practically gasping for air while I continued to run my tongue in circles around her areolas. “Harder!”

Smack.

“Harder.”

Each time I added more force as I spanked her like she was a naughty little school girl. I fucking loved it and so did Ashley. The sound of my hand against her ass was like the crack of whip that echoed against the painted cinder block walls of the basement.

“Oh fuck, Harp. I think I might be getting close. Touch me.” Her voice was a plea. “Please.”

I didn’t need to be told what she meant by that. Ashley shifted her weight up, allowing me to slide a hand between her legs. The fabric of her thong did nothing to hide her wetness. She was soaked. Through the fabric I ran two fingers along her lips until they were coated. I made sure my gaze was locked with Ashley as I brought my finger to my mouth. I breathed in savoring the sweet smell of her juices. I popped two fingers in my mouth and sucked them clean, making a sloppy, noisy show of it as I did.

“SO. FUCKING. HOT.” Ashley’s eyes were wild now with lust. The passion and ferocity reflected in them drove me wild, maybe even scared me a little, but in a way that only added to how turned on I was.

“Just wait,” I whispered as I leaned in and kissed her on the neck. In the same moment, my hand found its way again between her legs. My fingers moved aside the thin strip of fabric covering her soaking wet pussy and then they slipped inside her. She screamed so loud, I was half worried someone might hear her from the street.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Ashley cursed each time I thrust my fingers inside her. “Yes, yes, fucking use me, Harp. Use me like your little straight slut. Fucking make me cum.”

It was my turn for my eyes to go wide. Even with everything we had already done, the sheer filthiness of the words tumbling out of Ashley's mouth shocked me. It was, as Ashley might say, so fucking hot.

“So close,” Ashley whimpered as she bucked her hips faster and faster until she was practically fucking herself with my fingers. “God, finger fuck me until I can’t see straight, Harp. Feels so fucking good.”

I was happy to oblige. It wasn’t long until she was cumming. Her eyes, which had been half closed in a kind of lust-fueled fugue, snapped open. Her mouth opened slightly and she whimpered the word yes. And then her body went taut and shuddered.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.” The volume of her screams only served as encouragement. I kept the rhythm and the pace until Ashley orgasm had crested and then ceased. She placed her hand on mine, letting me know that she needed a breather. I slid my fingers out of her, relishing the wet sucking noise it made. As Ashley panted and gasped for breath, I licked my fingers clean again.

“How was that?” I asked.

Ashley shook her head and laughed.

“Holy fuck,” she said and then “What’s next?”


V.

Apparently, what came next was Ashley bending me over the couch and finger fucking me from behind while she pulled my hair and smacked my ass.

“Oh god, Ash,” I moaned, no longer trying to keep my volume down. “Don’t you dare stop.”

“That,” she said, thrusting three fingers deep into my pussy and then slowly drawing them back, her fingers brushing against my walls and making spots of white and silver flash before my eyes, “is not something you need to worry about. If anything, I am going to fuck you until you are too sore to take anymore.” She leaned in and I could feel her tits as they pressed against my back. Her breath was hot on my neck. “You aren’t going to be able to walk straight all summer, Harper. I’ll make sure of it.”

That sent another wave of arousal cascading through me. So far I had been so lost in this moment, in this encounter that I hadn’t given any thought to what came after. Apparently, Ashley had. Hearing my previously straight best friend whisper in my ear about how she was going to spend the summer fucking me pushed me nearly to the edge. When Ashley grabbed  my ponytail and yanked back on it roughly, I lost it. The orgasm hit like a ton of bricks, sending pleasure through my body like I had never known, like I had never even thought possible.

There were more spots in my vision now as I let out a low primal scream that echoed off the walls.

“FUUUUCK,” I shouted. And then “Yes, oh fuck yes.” Not the most eloquent expression but I think it got my point across.

Luckily I was braced up against the couch. The room was spinning and I’m sure if I had been standing I would have passed out. Instead I collapsed forward and rolled onto my back. I sucked in air trying to catch my breath.

“Your tits look awesome when you breathe like that,” Ashley said and winked.

I laughed, but already I felt the stirrings of desire between my legs. At first, I thought I would have been completely spent after that mind shattering orgasm. My body, it turned out, had other plans.

“So,” I said, mirroring the question Ashley had asked me earlier, “what’s next?”

Ashley smiled as she took a seat next to me on the couch.

“My my, someone is eager.” There was a laugh in her voice, but not at my expense. I smiled back at her. “Well, I’m dying for a second round myself, but maybe we should chat a bit first?”

The levity in the room didn’t quite vanish with those words, but something shifted. The room felt quieter than it had and the silence that sat between us felt more uneasy than what had come before.

“Sure, that makes sense,” I said, enunciating each word clearly and slowly as I considered what that might mean.

On the one hand, it was obvious what we should talk about. Like, “Oh hey, we’ve been best friends since kindergarten and even though you were always straight, you are super hot now and we just finger blasted each other and talked about how much fucking we are going to do this summer…so like, what’s up with that?”

On the other hand, however, the thought of that conversation scared me. There were implications hidden in implications, complications stacked upon each other. It was, in short, a fraught and delicate situation with a million ways for things to go wrong, feelings to get hurt, friendships—at this thought I winced—to be ruined.

“Don’t look so glum!” Ashley said and the lightness in her voice helped to lift my own spirits, even if only slightly. “This isn’t a funeral. I know it’s all a lot, but I’m not worried. Seriously, Harper, I’m not worried.”

My own anxieties melted away as Ashley spoke. Her voice was so soothing, so self-assured. It was impossible not to believe her.

“Okay,” I said, feeling myself surrendering to…whatever it was that was going to happen this summer, “I trust you.”

“Good,” Ashley said and she leaned forward and kissed me again.


VI.

“Do we have to?” I asked for what must have been the tenth time.

Ashley rolled her eyes. “Yes, we have to. It will be good to see people from highschool. Catch up, you know?”

“It will? That doesn’t sound true. Certainly doesn’t sound like the Ashley I know.”  I was trying to go along with what Ashley wanted, with what she had planned, but at each step I felt my defenses going up. “I’d rather stay here with you and…well, you know”

A flush crept into my face. Even after what he had done only an hour or so ago, I felt…not embarrassed exactly. Nervous would be more accurate. Nervous that I would say the wrong thing or do the wrong thing and this whole impossibly good dream would vanish into thin air. And there may have been more to it than that, I realized as I thought about it. I had never felt like this around Ashley, never felt nervous. It wasn’t the uncomfortable nervousness you get around someone you don’t know. It was more like the kind of feeling you get in your stomach, like butterflies when you—Oh, I thought to myself, you like Ashley.

Two feelings hit me along with that realization. The first was excitement, the kind of youthful enthusiasm that only comes with a teenage crush. The second was terror. This made things complicated. Very, very complicated.

“How do I look?” Ashley asked as she strolled back into the bathroom where I was doing my makeup.

I had to do a double take. I groaned silently to myself. She wasn’t going to make this any easier on me, was she?

“Gorgeous,” was the only answer I had and that was because it was true.

Her blonde hair spilled in perfect golden ringlets across her shoulders. She wore a black dress that was eloquent and casual at the same time. The kind of dress that wouldn’t be out of place at a wedding or for a night out with friends. There was a big problem though, well two big problems.

“Holy shit,” I hissed as my eyes were drawn to the plunging neckline. It was dumb, I had already seen Ashley’s tits in all their naked glory, but they looked somehow bigger this way, better if that was even possible.

“Right?” Ashley said with a smirk.

“Your parents let you out of the house like that?” I joked.

Ashley rolled her eyes. “You could just say ‘Nice, tits!’ like a normal person, you know?”

“Well, in that case, nice tits,” I said and felt the flush creep down my neck to my chest.

Ashley put her hands on either side of her breasts, teasing me as she pushed them together until they were threatening to spill out the top of her dress. Subconsciously, I licked my lips.

“Finally!” she said in mock exasperation. “And for being such a good girl…”

Her hands grabbed the neckline of her dress and pulled it down until the straps slipped off her shoulders and her gravity defying tits sprung into view. I was drooling like a teenage boy seeing his first pair of tits in a magazine. I guess, the situation wasn’t really that far off. I felt a pang of disappointment when she pulled her dress back up and slipped the straps back over her shoulders.

“Well?” Ashley said expectantly.

It took me a second and then I said, “Nice tits!”

“Thank you! See you’re learning.” Ashley said and gave me a peck on the cheek. Then her lips slid up until they rested against my ear. “Good girl.”

Whelp, I had just changed into a new pair of panties that I brought for our night out and I could already tell that they were soaked. I shifted uncomfortably, feeling the warmth and the wetness between my legs. Ashley must have noticed.

“See,” she said, confirming that she knew exactly what was happening, “that’s why I’m not wearing any underwear.”

I laughed and shook my head in disbelief. It was either that or let myself turn into a complete puddle from how fucking turned on I was.

“Now,” Ashley said, “let’s get going.”

The restaurant was a rundown diner named, quite creatively, The Diner. It had been our late night hangout in highschool. Too young to drink at bars, the 24/7 diner was the way we escaped our parents’ houses. I felt like so much had changed the past year when I had been away. Walking into the diner now gave me a sick sense of vertigo. The whole thing was both familiar and foreign in a way that left me ever so slightly on edge. It was hard to put a finger on it but it felt like trying to go back to a place that was already gone. I glanced over at Ashley. If she felt any of the same things, her expression hid it well.

“Ash! Harper! Over here.” The voice was like nails on the chalkboard: Becky Wims.

Ashley waved to the red haired beauty sitting in a booth in the far corner. Next to her was her beautiful, simple, and slow boyfriend, varsity football captain, Brock Thomas. They were the couple in highschool. Pretty and popular and completely insufferable, though mostly because of Becky. Brock was hardly a thrilling conversation partner, but if you left him alone he would do the same. Becky, on the other hand, never seemed to stop talking. They were the kind of people I barely wanted to spend any time with in highschool. To hang out with them now, after I had tasted the freedom of college and adult life felt like going backwards.

But Ashley wanted it and so I went along. Ashley and Becky had been friends even longer than Ashley and me. They weren’t super close—their parents were good friends and so they had always been involved in some fashion in one another’s lives—but the fact that she had known Ashley longer was something that had always nagged at me. Especially because she rarely missed an opportunity to bring it up.

“Ash! Oh my god, you look incredible,” she said as we approached the table. Brock grunted a hello as his girlfriend kept talking. “Who would have thought that us two little girls playing in the sandbox all those years ago would grow up to be such beautiful mature college women?” I wanted to puke. I fought the urge to roll my eyes as Becky turned to me. “Hi Harper. You look nice too.”

Fuck you, I wanted to say. Instead, I said, “Thanks.”

Ashley sat across from Becky and I sat across from Brock. The two other girls quickly became lost in conversation. I felt a familiar stab of annoyance. This same song and dance—Becky and Ashley chatting away while Brock and I occasionally exchanged awkward glances—had been a staple of my highschool years. What was different now was that mixed with that annoyance was something else: jealousy.

The feeling surprised me but I guess it shouldn’t have. After what had happened with me and Ashley only a few short hours ago and with how Becky was fawning over Ashley’s glow up, jealousy seemed like a fair response. Or at least an understandable one. I took a deep breath, trying and perhaps failing not to make it sound like a huff.

Ashley looked at me and then subtly to my phone which I had placed on the table. It happened so quickly I wasn’t sure if I imagined it, but when I checked my phone I saw that I had a text message from Ashley. I must have zoned out, I realized. When had she even managed to text me?

Curious, I tapped on the notification and read the message: Sorry, Harp! I know this isn’t your cup of tea. I appreciate you putting up with her. I promise this won’t take that long and then we can spend the rest of the night together.

My heartbeat quickened as I read those words. Another day, any other day really, and those words would have meant only and exactly what they said, but after this afternoon, after Ashley and I had fucked each other’s brains out, it was hard not to read more into what spending the rest of the night together might mean. The diner had felt cold when we had first sat down. Now, I felt myself sweating. I took a big gulp of water and nearly choked on it.

“You okay?” Brock asked. It was the longest sentence I had ever heard him utter.

I nodded as I tried to stifle my cough. Ashley and Becky looked over now and the conversation died. I felt my cheeks flush in embarrassment.

“Sorry,” I said weakly.

I continued to cough and Ashley patted me gently on the back. Even though I was coughing hard enough to bring spots to my vision, the sensation of her hand on my back sent a shiver through me. When my cough subsided, Ashley’s hand was still on my back, rubbing it idly. I gave her a questioning look. She raised an eyebrow in response, looked at her hand as if just noticing it was still touching me. There was a glint in her eyes as she let her hand fall away from my back. It landed directly in my lap.

Now her fingertips were touching the bare skin of my thigh. Holy fuck, I thought, it’s hot in here. It started innocently enough. Her hand sat there, skin against skin, only a few inches above the knee. Innocuous enough for plausible deniability if anyone happened to notice. The table top of the booth was thick and wide and blocked Becky’s and Brock’s view of what Ashley was doing. And that must have been what she was counting on as her hand began to creep its way up my thigh.

If I had been hot before, now I was burning up. In a moment of panic, my eyes darted around the diner, seeing if anyone had noticed. Back in the corner like this, with Ashley and I sitting up against the wall, her explorations were completely hidden from view. Someone would have to be standing right at the side of the table to notice anything. And even then they would have to have the right angle.

When the waitress came to take our orders, I could feel the adrenaline pumping through me. I was half relieved and half disappointed when Ashley withdrew her hand. It was, of course, the sensible thing to do, but part of me had been as thrilled as I was terrified at the idea of someone catching us. I had no idea how I was going to make it through a whole meal. I glanced over at Ashley, drinking in the curve of her neck, the swell of her cleavage in that tight little black dress. I wanted her badly, maybe even more than I had earlier. Before it had been all anticipation without knowing what was waiting for me. Now, I knew. And I knew how fucking incredible it was.

I ordered a bacon and egg sandwich and Ashley did the same. There wasn’t a point to a diner, in my opinion, if you weren’t getting breakfast late at night. Becky ordered a salad and Brock a burger. When the waitress turned to go, Ashley's hand found its way back to my leg, higher up my thigh this time until her fingertips found the hem of my dress and pushed it further up my leg. She pushed my dress up until the front of my thong was clearly visible. Her fingers danced against the thin fabric and the whole room started to spin. She pushed it to the side and then her fingers traced a path along my swollen pussy lips. I choked down a moan at the very same moment that the waitress turned back to the table.

“For those sandwiches, girls did you want—” The question died on her lips and her eyes went wide. They darted between me and Ashley and then down to my lap. There was no hiding it, no playing it off. Both Ashley and I froze and it seemed like time did as well.

“Is everything okay?” Becky broke the silence, completely oblivious to what was happening.

Our waitress, whose name tag said Ally, stood frozen like a deer in headlights. I saw a flush creep into her face. Ashley looked at me and then back at the waitress. I saw a little smirk spread across her face, and then she took two fingers and gently pushed them inside of me.

“Bagels. Everything,” Ashley said as though this was the most casual situation in the world. “Thanks. I’m ravenous.”

Her fingers moved in and out of me as she spoke. My finger gripped the table hard, my knuckles going white. My mind went blank. I found myself staring at the waitress, my eyes locked with her. I knew I should look away, just as I knew I should stop Ashley. So of course, I did neither of those things.

“I-i’ll get right on that,” Ally said. She practically tripped over herself as she turned and fled.

“What was that about?” Becky asked and turned her attention back to us. She could clearly tell something was up with me. “Harper?”

“Uhh,” I said, trying to make it seem that my moan was just filler. “I’m just feeling a bit under the weather. Headache.”

I clenched my teeth. Ashley was moving tantalizingly slowly as she thrust into and out of me. The sensation was building and building until it was almost unbearable. I didn’t know if I could play it off much longer. Just when it seemed I would completely lose it, Ashley withdrew her fingers and gave me a knowing smile.

“Let’s get some food in you,” she said. “I’m sure that will help. Then we will get you home and I will take good care of you.”

When the food came, I found that I had no appetite. At least not for what was on the plate in front of me. I had plenty of appetite though for the dish to my right. Ashley devoured her sandwich and I took a few bites of mine, enough so that I had something in my stomach, but my mind was already elsewhere. Whatever else happened in the conversation, none of it sunk into my memory. By the time the check came, I was bursting at the seams.

Ashley paid it, said her goodbyes to Becky and Brock and then we headed for the door. When we made it to the entrance, Ashley pulled something out of her pocket and headed back toward the table. Ally was there cleaning up the dishes.

“What was that about?” I asked as Ashley came back. I could hear the edge of jealousy in my voice.

“Just an extra tip,” Ashley said. “You know since we gave her quite the eyeful.”

I laughed along with her, trying to play it off like it was just a funny thing that had happened and not quite possibly the hottest thing I had ever experienced in my life. There was something in Ashley’s expression that I couldn’t read, but at that point my mind was too consumed with a litany of lust filled fantasies to really give it too much thought.

“Ready?” Ashley asked as we made our way to the exit and the question seemed to take on more significance than the words alone suggested. I paused, not hesitating but savoring, and then nodded. Ashley smiled at me and took my hand. We walked like that back to the car.


VII.

No sooner had we gotten back into Ashley’s basement then she was all over me. Her hands were in my hair, on my stomach, cupping my breasts, smacking my ass. We made out. Hard. Our lips locked, our tongues wrestling. There was a ferocity and frenetic energy to it that was like nothing I had ever experienced or imagined. I had been horny before, experiencing desire and lust, but this was something different, something deeper. This was passion and hunger and animalistic need. No thoughts were in my mind, just instinct and action, and I let go without question. Surrendered to the moment, surrendered to Ashley.

We made out until my tongue was tired and my lips almost bruised. I could see the beginnings of a hickey on Ashley’s neck and on her chest above her left breast. I was sure that with a mirror I would notice more than a couple of my own. I wanted her. Every inch of her and all evidence pointed to it being mutual.

As we went along, our clothes seemed to vanish one way or another. First it was my dress and then hers. Her bra came off and then she tugged on my thong and almost ripped it off of me. I fumbled with the straps of my own bra as Ashley kissed her way down my stomach. My hands were shaking so badly that she had to pause and help me.

“Nervous?” Ashley asked, her voice playful.

“Excited,” I answered back, my voice trembling.

“You should be,” Ashley said. I could feel the echo of those words in the throbbing in my clit.

Ashley’s smoldering glare made me feel giddy. My cheeks were burning. I had butterflies in my stomach. I wanted to giggle like a schoolgirl, to kiss her, to climb on top of her and fuck her brains out, with my hands, with my tongue. I wished at that moment that I had a toy that I could use on her or that she could use on me. Some part of me, deep beneath the lust, knew that my impatience was illogical. We had all summer, but suddenly as I sat there kissing Ashley, both of us exploring each other’s bodies, the summer felt impossibly and unfairly short. Three months was nothing…but then how much time did I want? There was an edge to that question and I pushed it away, worried at what the answer might be.

The feeling of Ashley’s lips as she resumed kissing her way down my stomach was more than distraction enough. Whatever thought had been in my mind vanished in an instant. I could hardly have told you what my own name was, let alone what I had been thinking a moment earlier. She took her time, moving down slowly and then occasionally back up, teasing me, drawing it out. My body was screaming. I could feel the heat and the wetness between my legs more potently with each passing moment. No matter how often it felt that it was impossible to get anymore turned on, Ashley proved me wrong. Not that I was complaining.

“Ever had someone do this to you?” Ashley asked, pausing as her lips brushed the skin just below my navel.

“You mean?” I knew what she meant, but in my defense my brain was somewhat preoccupied with things other than making conversation.

“I mean has anyone ever eaten you out before?”

I shook my head no. I didn’t trust myself to speak. I’m not sure I could have even formed a coherent sentence in response.

Ashley’s smile grew wider at my answer.

“Good,” she said, “I was hoping I could be the first.”

And without another word, after the agonizing buildup that had lasted since the diner and even before, Ashley dove in. Head first.

The first swipe of her tongue took my breath away and I didn’t have time to catch it before she did it again. With nothing to compare it to, I can’t say if her technique was good or sloppy. I honestly had no idea. All I knew was that it felt better than anything I had ever felt. Waves of pleasure crashed down on me— warmth and heat and unbridled carnal ecstasy—as Ashley tongue played with my clit. Her pace was fast but not too fast, her tongue firm but not too firm. Maybe it was how horny I had been in the lead up, maybe there really was some instinctual connection born out of knowing each other so closely and for so long, but whatever it was it was incredible. Ashley seemed to know just how far to push a motion or pace until it was teetering on the edge of being too rough, too fast, too much—but never going over. If there was an art to eating pussy, then Ashley was a maestro. If I wasn’t losing my mind as I felt myself racing toward orgasm, I would have taken the time to be impressed. Instead, I let go and let the sensations wash over me. When I finally came, my mind felt like it was breaking.

“Holy shit, Ash! That feels so fuuucking gooooo—”

I couldn’t even finish my sentence as my mind went completely black. It took me the better part of a minute before things had settled down and I could even remember where exactly I was. When I came to, I realized that my head was now resting in Ashley’s lap and her fingers were delicately stroking my hair.

“That’s nice,” I cooed, feeling half asleep. “But if you keep doing that I think I’m going to pass right out.”

“That’s okay. We have all night,” Ashley said.

“And all summer,” I said.

The smile on Ashley’s face was equal parts innocent and seductive.

“And all summer,” she said.

Her hands were still in my hair as I drifted off to sleep.


Sinning with the Straight Girl

Ashley Halladay


Chapter 1

“Can we just get started already?” Someone called out from the back of the room.

A round of laughter followed as Father Matthews tried to regain control of the classroom. Today, like most days, it was a thankless and losing battle. Perhaps, I should have felt bad for him, maybe even would have, if I hadn’t been so busy instigating the whole thing.

My name is Aubrey and I’m a lesbian. A fact that I sadly only learned after my parents had shipped me off to Our Lady of Perpetual Repression (not the real name, but an accurate one) for college. But I had learned it quickly at school, very quickly, with more than a handful of other girls. Repression, I soon realized, was an aphrodisiac for most girls, maybe for men too, but that wasn’t where my interests lay. It didn’t take me long to earn a bit of a reputation, one that I would have been immensely proud of, if it hadn’t brought with it a load of unwanted attention. Unwanted attention in the form of a “voluntary” purity pledge class that met twice a week in the basement of the chapel. Led by Father Matthews, we learned about living a pure and chaste life before marriage. I used it mostly as a place to pick up women. And two semesters in, I had done well for myself in that arena.

I glanced around at the room of girls—it was all girls—and winked at Beth and then Sam. Beth flushed red but looked away quickly. Sam ignored me completely. I was just about ready to give up on Sam, as much as it pained me to admit it. Beth would be an easy conquest. She had been ready the very first day, even if she hadn’t realized it herself. But there wasn’t much fun in the ones that came that easy—Okay, well there was a little fun, but I have to admit I loved the chase.

The key was to know when to push and when to give up. There were some girls who played hard to get, only because they were fighting a losing internal battle as they realized their sexuality wasn’t quite what they had assumed. But there were others who adopted the same outward defensiveness, because they truly meant it. There was nothing lurking under the surface waiting to be awakened. It was important to learn the difference quickly. Some girls were hopeless and some just needed a thumb on the scale…Well, not on the scale, but you catch my drift.

After three weeks of nothing, it was about time to give up on Sam. I sighed to myself as I studied her profile. She was gorgeous, dark-haired, with an athletic body built from years of dance. I wanted her and had since the moment she wandered into our little class. It pricked at my pride that she seemed so completely immune to my charms. Looking over at Beth, it was hard to find her lacking either. She was shorter than Sam, with wider hips, and a more pronounced bust. She was on the thicker side, but from what I could tell not an ounce of it was fat. I had seen it more than a few times in the gym weight room, squatting under enough iron to make the legs of most men at the school buckle. She was a pitcher on the softball team. I know, I know. Stereotypes are bad and all that, but sometimes they’re just true. Watching the flush creep up the back on Beth’s neck after I had winked at her told me everything I needed to know.

She was hot and the thought of closing the deal with her should have been more exciting. And the fact that it wasn’t gnawed at me a bit. After my initial realization about my sexuality and the slutty escapades that had followed, I had now finally settled into a groove. I had a steady supply of fresh, nubile young women eager to hop in bed with me. And the administration and Father Matthews, appeared to buy my radical transformation. I was a model student in our purity pledge group. They often thanked me for how much extra attention I paid to our new members, how I helped them learn the ropes and got them on the path toward Jesus. In fairness, I’m sure I made one or two of them see God, or at least call out his name…but not in the way that was intended.

So, with all that was going well, with the secrecy and the sneaking and the religious overtones to make things even hotter, I was shocked to realize what the problem was: I was bored. Strange, but true. A year ago, if you had told me that I would have grown tired of seducing straight religious girls and turning them in finger fucking, pussy eating little freaks, I wouldn’t have believe you. But now the thrill, at least for the easy conquests, seemed to have run its course.

I glanced at Beth again. She was gorgeous and inexperienced and clearly willing, but that, for the first time, made me feel nothing. I wasn’t turned on, maybe a little flattered, but that was it. She looked over at me and blushed. I gave her a tight apologetic smile. I could see the confusion on her face, but she would have to remain confused. There was really no normal way to explain things to her.

I turned to my notebook which was full of scribbles and empty of anything even resembling a note.

“We have a new girl joining us this week,” Father Matthews said and my ears perked up, if only a little.

It was probably too much to hope that some new target would arrive just in the nick of time to save me from my boredom, but sometimes…well, let’s just say the Lord works in mysterious ways.

“If everyone would please welcome the newest member of our purity group—” The words caught in the priest's throat. His eyes widened in surprise. It lasted only a brief moment before he composed himself. My curiosity was piqued, but I didn’t have to puzzle over it for long; the moment he said her name, I understood: “Ellie Connors.”

You could have heard a pin drop as a half dozen idle conversations died out all at once.  Every head in the room turned to watch as Ellie entered. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. I was practically buzzing with excitement. Suddenly, the idea of boredom seemed completely and utterly absurd. And the reason for that was simple: Ellie Connors was my dream girl.

Now, I don’t mean dream girl as in I fantasized about us having a life together, a big beautiful gay wedding, house and kids and all that. No, my fantasies involving Ellie were of a far less wholesome nature. I would have done anything for a chance to spend a night with her precisely because she was completely unattainable. In a school full of buttoned up, tight-ass, religious goody two shoes, Ellie stood alone. There was no one who exuded the level of school girl innocence that Ellie did. But that was a double edged sword. At least for me.

Her looks and her attitude presented just the kind of impossible innocence that made you wonder what was lurking beneath the surface. No one could be that uptight that self-righteous, unless they were burying some seriously filthy and freaky stuff. That was what I thought, or at least what I hoped.

She was pretty and anyone would have said so. In a room with Sam or Beth, or even myself, she might not have stood out, but that had more to do with how she dressed and how she carried herself than anything else. Like the stereotypical ugly-duckling who becomes beautiful, Ellie’s dress and fashion choices downplayed her natural good looks. Her hair was up in a too tight ponytail and her glasses were thick and at least a decade out of style. She wore a tight knee length pencil skirt and a blue blouse, over which was layered a flannel sweater. Though I’m sure she meant for it all to be modest, it was hard to hide the pronounced curves of her body. Perhaps another size up in everything would have actually resulted in an innocent look. Instead, she flirted with the sexy school girl look. And I was all about it.

That she was here at all, in this place with this group felt like a category error. Despite the frequency of my own daydreams about filthy things I’d like to do to Ellie and that I’d like to have her do to me, it was a shock that she was here. A shock because that meant that she had done something worthy of being put here. And I needed to find out what it was.

“Beth,” I hissed as Ellie made her way slowly toward the open seat Beth’s left. “Move over.”

Beth looked at me quizzically, but then wilted under my glare. I indicated the empty seat with my eyes and Beth took the hint. She slid over, which left a single open seat in the classroom for Ellie. And that seat was directly next to me.

Ellie stopped and paused. She looked at me and then at the chair. I had seen a car crash once on the side of the road. There was a family standing on the side of the road staring at the wreckage of what had once been their family minivan. What had struck me was how blank and absent their eyes had been, staring but not seeing, as if their brains simply couldn’t believe what was happening. Ellie’s eyes had that same look now.

I patted the empty seat. “Come on in. Water’s warm.”

I smiled at her, not quite seductively, but with enough of a glint in my eyes to make her wonder. The art of seduction was subtle…of course, until it wasn’t, but for now it was about planting seeds. I wanted to savor this, enjoy this, drink down every last drop…of the experience, of course. Where was your filthy mind going?

Ellie nodded absently and took a seat.

“Thanks,” she said. For a moment, it looked like she might say something, but then her eyes went blank.

“I’m Aubrey,” I said, extending a hand.

She looked at it for a moment, then took it in her own and shook it tentatively.

“Ellie,” she said. “Ellie Connors.”

Her fingertips brushed against my palm and it took everything in me not to shudder.

Oh, I thought to myself, this is going to be fun.


Chapter 2

“I’m really not supposed to be here.”

The distress in Ellie’s voice was plain to hear, even from the hallway. Through the hour and half lesson, Ellie had never quite seemed to settle in. She shifted constantly in her seat, huffing every few minutes, for no reason in particular. Even in a room full of people who didn’t want to be there, her disdain for the whole thing was palpable. Once she slammed her notebook shut, gathered her things as if she were going to get up and leave. She stood up and made it halfway to the door before she realized no one was going to try and stop her. There was no need. We all knew what the punishment for that would be. Defeated, she slouched back toward her seat and collapsed into it with a heavy sigh.

When class was over, the room became a ghost town in an instant. A dozen girls, with a dozen places to be, all of which were “anywhere but here.” Ellie was the only one who lingered past the proverbially bell. Well, and me.

I gathered my things slowly, keeping tabs on Ellie out of the corner of my eye. She gathered hers and made a beeline for the front of the classroom where Father Matthews was busy scribbling notes. As she approached he looked up. It felt too conspicuous to remain seated, so I drifted toward the doorway taking my time as I did. Once in the hallway, I moved just to the side of the doorframe. Out of sight, but still able to hear the conversation for the most part.

“Father Matthews,” Ellie said, her enunciation crisp and polite, “I was wondering if I could speak with you for just a moment.”

From the sigh that followed, it was easy to imagine Father Matthew’s reaction looked like: a pained, drawn expression, pinched and furrowed brows, sagged shoulders, followed by a deep breath in, posture suddenly becoming exaggeratedly correct. He would know as well as I did what was coming.

“How can I help you Miss Connors?” His voice was flat and careful.

“I think there has been some kind of mistake. The other girls in here…I know some of them or, at least, I know their reputations. There is no way that I belong in a place like this with girls like that.” Her voice grew ever so slightly shriller as she spoke, faster and faster with each sentence. Whatever dam she had built to hold back her frustration was cracking now, and from the sound of things it wouldn’t be long until the whole thing burst.

Father Matthews must have gotten a similar impression. He moved to preempt Ellie’s argument.

“You’ve been over this with Monsignor Thomas and with Sister Mary. There is no shame in being here and you should not be so quick to cast judgment on the other girls who are. We are all sinners, yes? And we are here to repent and to learn, so that we can grow closer to Christ—” Ellie took a breath in, ready to interject, but Father Matthews continued. “Have you ever sinned Ellie?”

From the tone in her voice, I could almost imagine her rolling her eyes, though of course Ellie Connors would never roll her eyes where a teacher, let alone a priest, could see it.

“Of course I have, but—”

“Then that’s that. You belong here, like everyone else. It never hurts to reflect and to repent, Ellie. Try not to look at it as a punishment. Now,” he said, and I could see him in my mind checking his watch, “I have another class to get to. Have a blessed day.”

The only sound that followed was the sound of Father Matthews footsteps. Quickly, I pulled out my phone and turned my back to the door, to hide that I had been eavesdropping. The priest walked past me without a second glance.

A few moments later, head down and muttering angrily to herself, Ellie came barreling through the door and directly into me. We both went down, hard. My knee slammed down on the faux marble floor, hard enough to bring tears to my eyes. I turned and landed flat on my back. Ellie landed on top of me. Despite the completely unerotic nature of the situation, I was very very aware of her body against mine. And despite myself, I felt my own body responding. We paused like that for a moment, our eyes locked. It was like something out of a RomCom.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” Ellie said. We both snapped back to reality, scrambling off of one another, snatching at books and papers that had been thrown comically into the air and which had drifted down like autumn leaves.

“It’s okay,” I said as I stood and then offered her a hand. “I shouldn’t have been blocking up the doorway.”

“No, I should have been watching where I was going. Sorry, I’m just…” She trailed off and I saw a glimmer of recognition. “Aubrey right?”

“Yea, and you’re Elsa?” I kicked myself for that. Trying to seem cool and aloof, like I didn’t remember her name. Like I hadn’t whispered it to myself or imagined calling out during some of my own private…Focus.

“Ellie,” she said.

If she was insulted, she hid it well, but mostly I think she was preoccupied. Still fuming from her conversation with Father Matthews and more importantly from whatever mishap had led to her being here among us heathens. Maybe I should have been patient, played the slow game, but my curiosity got the better of me.

“So,” I asked, “what are you in for?”

I could see her bristle at that. She stood a little straighter, shoulders back, chest out. It was supposed to make her look serious, but it just made her look even sexier. Beneath the sweater vest and the blouse it was hard to guess specifics, but it was clear she was rather well endowed and the pose she took only highlighted it more. I could almost imagine the buttons on her blouse straining, threatening to pop open. I sighed. If only that sweater vest wasn’t in the way.

“In for?” Ellie repeated the question. Her nose was scrunched up like she had just smelled something rank.

“Yea, what did you do? Last I checked, they weren’t just putting us in there for our health. They don’t break out the big guns unless they think there is a soul in need of saving. So, spit it out.”

I could see that she didn’t agree. The implication that she was in need of saving was an even bigger insult than having been put in the class in the first place. That was good. Normally Ellie would have been too buttoned up and composed for me to have any shot at this working, but if I could rile her up a bit, get some strong emotions flowing…Well, that might just be an opening I could work with.

“I didn’t do anything,” she said with all the haughtiness of someone very concerned that they had, in fact, done something, and very much wanted everyone not to know it. “This whole class is—”

“Bullshit?” I offered and she winced back from the strong language. I laughed. “Relax. There’s no teachers around. Plus, there’s no class for swearing. They’ve already sent you to the worst place they can. Or,” I raised one eyebrow playfully, “the best place. Depending on what you’re into.”

“What I’m into?” she asked, but I ignored it.

“If it makes it easier, I’ll tell you what I’m in for first.”

I saw the gears turning in her head. There was a part of her that thought this was beneath her, that I was beneath her. But there was another part that was curious. The most prim and proper types always have a burning desire to see how the other half lives.

“Okay,” she said finally, cautiously. “What did you do?”

I laughed and I knew I had her now. Not in this moment, not even on this day or this week, but this was the opening, this was the door ever so slightly ajar. And now I had my foot in it and there was no way I was going to let it close.

“The question is more who than what,” I said and paused, watching the words strike home. Her eyes grew wider. “It started, well, that’s a long story, but suffice it to say, I slept with a girl in my hall and someone ratted me out to my RA.”

“S-slept with…a girl?” Ellie in her innocence seemed to struggle with the very concept.

“But of course,” I continued as if it were the most normal thing in the world, “my RA is quite the looker, so I slept with her too. Didn’t take too much convincing either, though I can be very, very convincing.”

Ellie’s gulp was audible.

“And you got caught?”

I smiled to myself at that question. Curiosity, that was all I needed at the start. Ellie’s face was flushed, and I had a feeling it was not just nerves or prudishness. If I was right in reading the expression on her face, she was struggling to understand the vague and unfamiliar sense of excitement that my words were causing. She probably had no idea that was what arousal felt, no idea that I was planting seeds. And she wouldn’t. Not until it was already too late. She was mine. Fuck, I thought to myself and not for the first time, I am going to have so much fun with this one.

“Not the first time,” I said and winked.

I watched as Ellie’s face flush red. Her eyes refused to meet mine as she muttered something under her breath.

“Everything okay?”

“I need to go,” she said and she turned on her heels and ran off like she was being chased.

It was another two days before our little group met again. I could hardly wait.


Chapter 3

It was well known that I more or less ran things when it came to the purity group. Not the lesson plans or the discussion topics or anything boring and pointless like that. But when it came to the social dynamics, who sat where, and when. Who was cool and who wasn’t. All that ran through me.

New girls learned it quickly for the most part, but sometimes it took them a bit. When I arrived at class to find Ellie already there, sitting at the back of the class, I shook my head. But inwardly I was smiling. I won’t lie; I liked this part. I liked the chase, the perfunctory resistance some girls put up, playing hard to get—All that jazz. I loved it because it just added to the challenge, added to the thrill. And that thrill was what I lived for.

“Oh, Ellie,” I said, my voice echoing through the otherwise empty classroom, “you are here early.”

She started at the sound of my voice. Coming up from behind her, I placed a hand gently on her shoulder. I glanced down over her shoulder. It would have been the perfect vantage point to get a glimpse of her cleavage, but sadly she was wearing another tight fitting sweater vest, which was its own kind of consolation.

As soon as I placed my hand on her, her whole body went tight. That was interesting. Maybe good. Maybe bad. But it was something. And something was always more interesting than nothing.

“Just wanted to get a good seat,” she said as I let my hand fall away and started walking toward my usual seat.

Not in the far back or right in the front, just about in the middle. Some girls, especially the new ones, the reluctant ones, tried to hide themselves in the back, but that was the obvious move and Father Matthews was an old hand at this game. No, somewhere in the middle, closer to the front than the back was the best spot. Not so close to draw the teacher’s attention at a glance. Not so far as to look like you were hiding. Hiding was an even better way to get called on than raising your hand.

When I got to my seat, I turned back toward Ellie. I smiled at her.

“You have a lot to learn, girlie,” I said, beckoning her to me with a come-hither motion. “Luckily, I’m a very good teacher.”

She was confused, perhaps a bit cautious. I waited for a beat to see if she would refuse, if she would resist, but she didn’t. She gathered her things and made her way toward me. We both took our seats, the same ones from the previous class.

“I’m surprised to see you here so early. Usually it’s only me here. I like to get here fifteen minutes or so before class, spend some time really thinking about the things that put me here, you know? Don’t want to lose sight of my sins.” I wish I had a mirror to see the sultriness of my own stare at that moment. Ellie shifted in her seat. She clenched and unclenched her fists. “Really helps keep you on the right path, don’t you think?”

“Don’t I…? Umm, I don’t know,” Ellie was tripping over her own tongue. I hoped she would have a little more coordination in that department for other…activities. “I hadn’t really given it any thought.”

“Oh, but you should!” I said.

I leaned across the gap between our desks. I lowered my voice to a whisper, the two of us co-conspirators.

“I like to spend this time thinking about Ally. That was her name. Not my RA. Not even the girl from my hall. No, this was before that. This was the first girl I ever…sinned with.”

I paused and studied Ellie. She was hardly breathing, waiting for what came next. There was color in her cheeks that made her look almost angelic, though given the context of my story, the innocence of that was somewhat undercut.

I wasn’t lying, not really. I didn’t always get here this early just to reminisce about Ally or the others, or at least not specifically for that. I spent a lot of time thinking about my conquests and planning what came next, so it was true enough to say that I often spent my time thinking about my “sins”. But it was rarer to have an audience like this, hanging on my every word. And looking at Ellie I could tell that she was. This girl was down bad…And she didn’t even know it yet!

“We met in the library. Not exactly the den of sin you might expect.” As I spoke, my mind drifted back, slipping into memories like an old lover's sweater, surprised to find the scent of them still on it. “But I’ve always found libraries strangely romantic.”

It was past midnight and the library closed at 2AM. I had a paper due the next day that was mostly finished, but my mind was drifting now. Fighting boredom more than sleep. It was October. My first year. My first semester. And I already had begun to realize that there was something about this place that didn’t fit for me.

That thought was on my mind when I saw Ally for the first time. I was on the second floor in the quiet reading room. The one with the big, oversized and overstuffed couches. There were a few other people there, but mostly it was empty. The night was late and most people were back in their rooms, saying the rosary, no doubt, if sleep had not already taken them. As I glanced around the room, our eyes met.

I had seen her around before, I think. Or at least there was something familiar about her, something comforting. My first thought was that she might have been the prettiest girl I had ever seen. My second thought was ‘Oh, that’s why’. That’s why I didn’t feel like I fit. Forget about the whole chastity and purity stuff. All of that went out the window the moment she smiled at me. And then when a moment later she winked at me, I thought I might just melt.

There was danger in her eyes that excited me as much as it scared me. A slow smirk spread across her face and she glanced toward the stacks at the back of the room. Old reference books mostly, hardly ever used in our digital age. It was a labyrinth back there, isolated even at the busiest of times. And these were not busy times.

When she stood up and walked back into the stacks, I waited counting out my breaths. One, two, three… I waited for reality to come crashing in. For me to realize that this was a terrible idea. A terrible idea for a number of reasons, not least of which was that I was surely misinterpreting the situation. Two minutes ago I hadn’t even been aware that I liked girls. I had never kissed one or anyone romantically for that matter. I had exactly zero experience, but for some reason I was convinced, based on nothing more than a look.

Not just a look, a voice said. A smile. And a wink. The smile had been almost everything, but the wink…without the wink I’m not sure I would have found the courage, but that wink had me hooked. I stood, leaving my laptop behind without a second thought, and followed her into the stacks.

The lights were dim back here, only every other one on. Call it mood lighting. I’m sure it was fluorescent and harsh, but at that moment it felt romantic. It was so quiet back there, I could hear my own heart beating like a drum in my chest. Each breath I took seemed to echo out forever. I looked around but Ally was nowhere to be found. I felt silly. Silly and a bit disappointed. After a minute, I came to my senses and decided I needed to finish my paper.

Then I was spinning, turning. There was a hand on my hips, a hand in my hair. Ally pushed me up against the bookcase. Her breath was hot on my neck. She smelled like pears and smoke. Such an odd combination. I don’t think I’ll ever forget that smell. It was intoxicating. She smiled at me again and there was danger in that smile. Danger in those eyes. Her lips were inches from mine. So close and yet impossibly far. I wanted to lean forward, to kiss her and fall into her, to tangle and entwine my body with hers until there was no difference, until there was no thought. Just passion and pleasure and sweet sinful release.

When she finally kissed me, it was like fireworks. That’s dumb and cliche, but it was true. The burst of colors, red and green and purple and blue, danced before my eyes. The blood roared like a bursting firecracker as it whooshed in my ears. She was gentle and she was rough. She was forward and she was coy. She moved and shifted and changed. Paces, pressures, angles. It was a crash course in making out and I struggled to keep my head above water. I was sputtering, gasping, drowning in the most pleasurable way imaginable. When she finally broke the kiss, she pulled back just a few inches. We looked into each other's eyes.

I opened my mouth to speak, but she placed a single finger on my lips, silencing me as she shook her head. It felt like electricity where she had touched me and it spread, dancing across my skin. That whole night we didn’t speak. No words, just hands and lips and mouths. Just bodies. Just sweat and subtle gasps, stifled moans, and finally ecstasy. The ecstasy of the sweetest sin I had ever known.

“Did you love her?” Ellie asked, her voice thin as she tried to breathe and talk at the same time.

The question broke me from my reverie and I could feel the heat in my cheeks. Not embarrassment, but I had gotten a bit carried away in my retelling of the story for Ellie. A glance at her face showed similar evidence. Clearly, my little story had had an effect on her.

“Ally?” I laughed. “No. But she was a good lay. Especially that night. There were other times, but nothing like that first night.”

“Oh,” Ellie said, and appeared somewhat disappointed.

I raised an eyebrow.

“It’s not like I approve,” she said, suddenly on the defensive as the lust filled stupor put on her by my story started to lift. “I just…it seemed like you liked her, like she was important.”

“She was,” I said, and couldn't help but smile. “I did. She just wasn’t the one for me. Different places in our lives. She was a senior, graduating early, that fall. So…”

I trailed off and glanced at the clock. Five minutes until class, which meant only minutes until some of the other girls started to arrive.

“Mine wasn’t even with anyone,” Ellie said and then she paused.

There was hesitation in her voice and in her expression that I could not quite read. Was it fear? Maybe. Anxiety? Embarrassment? Or even just arousal? There was some of all of that, I decided as I studied her. But most of it was subconscious, especially that last one. I don’t think she could have articulated it herself. But I had the advantage of having seen this song and dance once or twice. I knew the signs to look for. And so far, all signs were coming up Aubrey. This might even go quicker than I expected. That was a thought that got my heart beating just a little bit faster.

I said nothing. This was not the time to push, not yet. Ellie was nibbling on the line. The temptation to reel her in was almost too much to resist. But it wasn’t time yet. I still needed to feel the bite.

“It didn’t even really happen.”

I felt a deep satisfaction as she continued. My ploy to draw her out was working.

“Oh?” was all I said. Be patient, I told myself. Let her get there on her own.

“It was…Ugh, it’s stupid. It was just a dream that I had. I had been up late the night before studying for an exam in my theology class and I…I…” Her face was beet red. She shook it, trying to clear some thought or image from her mind. It did not appear to help.

“Go ahead,” I said kindly. I reached out and put my hand on hers. It was a gamble, but it paid off. Ellie seemed to take comfort in my touch.

“So embarrassing,” she said, but her voice was ever so slightly lighter. “The dream was about Sister Ava.”

She glanced furtively in my direction and then away, waiting for my response, waiting for my judgment. I only smiled at her and nodded in a way that could have meant almost anything, but I hoped would come across as supportive.

Sister Ava, I thought to myself. Oh that was delicious…And quite understandable. Every nun at our college more or less looked the part. Each of them had the  wizened old crone look down to a T. All of them, that is, except for Ava. In her early thirties, she was the youngest nun that I had ever met, not just here but anywhere. And it wasn’t just youth and the outfit; she was objectively gorgeous. It was hard to tell in her habit, but I had stolen enough glances to guess that she had a body to go along with that sweet face of hers. Ellie had made a good choice…Or at least her subconscious had. I have to admit, Sister Ava was hardly a complete stranger to my own daydreams…

“I was in class and I guess I started talking and…umm…making noises.”

I almost laughed at the way she said ‘making noises’. There was a terrified and knowing look in her eyes when she did. What a euphemism.

“And I wasn’t quite about it…apparently.”

Her skin was burning up beneath my touch. Maybe that was just the embarrassment. Same with her rapid heartbeat and her short shallow breaths. Perhaps the flush on her cheeks, the same one creeping down her neck, was just about that. But I had my doubts.

“Sounds like a good dream, no?”

Still casual, but probing. It was a delicate balance here and the stakes were as high as could be. With most girls the risk of moving too far too fast was just that things didn’t work out. Oh well, on to the next one. But Ellie was the one. Okay, that’s not quite true, but I had had a crush on her for so long. Of all the innocent prim and proper straight girls to turn…she was the Holy Grail. Messing this up would devastate me.

“A good dream?” she repeated the words back to me. “No, it’s not right. It’s a…it’s a—”

“Sin?” I finished for her and she nodded. “Maybe.”

“Maybe?” Her eyes went wide in disbelief. “There’s no maybe about it.”

“Well,” I said, straining to keep my voice as neutral as possible. “You still haven’t told me anything that actually happened in your dream.”

“Oh,” she said. “Oh, right. Well—”

I’m not sure if she was going to tell me or if she was about to launch into a reason why she couldn’t. At that moment, voices came from the hall. Father Matthews talking to someone as they made their way to class. We were out of time.

I patted Ellie’s hand, still under mine. “We can continue this later.”

For good measure, I threw in a wink. Let her stew on that for an hour and half, I thought to myself.

The class went quickly by as my mind drifted elsewhere. Now, it was about that night with Ally in the library, now imagining what exactly might have been in Ellie’s dream. Soon enough class was over.

Apparently, our pre-class conversation had been a little much for Ellie. No sooner had the bell rang to indicate class was over, than Ellie was already out the door. You could almost see the motion lines coming off her like she was some cartoon character.

How did I feel about that? I turned the question over in my head as I gathered my things. Was I disappointed? Worried? I waited to feel something, but all I felt was calm, content. No, Ellie was still where I wanted her.

This was just the chase and I loved the chase.


Chapter 4

“What was it like?” Ellie asked.

The question was unprompted and without context. Ellie had just taken her seat next to me. Class started in fifteen minutes. And though I knew exactly what she was asking, I wanted her to say it.

“What do you mean?” I asked, with as much innocence in my voice as I could muster.

She chewed on her lip. There was a curiosity, bright and burning, in her eyes, but there was hesitation there too. Gears turned. She was trying to couch her question in a way that gave her plausible deniability.

“I was just wondering, with Ally, what it was like. I mean, if I’m supposed to resist temptation, maybe it would be helpful to know what exactly I’m being tempted by. That’s just smart, right?”

Oh, sweety. The mental gymnastics were astounding. She was so far up the creek, not a paddle in sight, and she was convincing herself that adding water to the bottom of the boat would help her steer better.

“What it was like with Ally?” I stroked my chin like I was thinking hard on it. “Which part do you mean?”

I knew what she was asking, obviously. But I enjoyed watching her squirm.

“The kiss,” she said, leaning forward until her face was only six inches from mine. The tension of that proximity, given the subject under discussion, was not lost on me. “I’ve only ever kissed one person. A boy. Back in highschool.”

“And how was that?”

“Fine,” she said. “I guess. It didn’t feel like much. Just wet.”

It was almost too subtle to notice, but her whole body was trembling. If I strained my ears, I could hear it in her voice too: a minute vibration, the slightest tremble.

“Hmmm, well I kissed a few boys back in highschool too. I never liked it really, same as you. Wasn’t bad, but wasn’t good. But then again, I didn’t have anything to compare it to before.”

“Before Ally,” Ellie said. The way she said the name Ally surprised me. She seemed enthralled, like there was something foreign and mysterious and unknowable about this Ally figure. Was she looking for me to play a similar role? Now that was an interesting thought.

I nodded. “Yes, before Ally. And all the girls that came after her.”

“All the girls?” Ellie swallowed hard. “How many?”

I glanced at the clock. Five minutes before class. I was going to run out of time here again. But that was okay. The signs of progress were clear to read everywhere I looked. Ellie’s walls were crumbling. Restraint and discipline being worn down by curiosity and excitement. If my own transformation had been different it had been only in the suddenness with which it happened. Otherwise, everything felt familiar to me, because I had gone through it all myself.

First, curiosity. And then the questions that came after it. The hyperfixation on other girls and women and a burning need to know what it was like to be with one. There were times I tried to tell myself the same thing I knew Ellie was telling herself now. That my curiosity was somehow detached or academic. I just wanted to know for the sake of knowing. It couldn’t have been that my interest was of a more personal nature. That was simply unthinkable, just like it still was for Ellie. But that too would change. And soon.

“Let me see,” I said, using my fingers to faux count my conquest. “There was Ally and then Stephanie, she was the girl on my hall. Then Meghan and Maya and after that Becca and Grace and Regan. There’s a couple I’m forgetting they were seniors who graduated last year. On the swim team. I think it as four or five girls from the team—”

“At the same time?” Ellie cut in and her question stopped me in my tracks.

Her lip quivered as she waited on my answer, no doubt imagining the scene in her head. I wondered if she was still able to convince herself that this was just about arming herself with the knowledge she needed to resist temptation. Part of me wished I could have answered yes, just to see the shock on her face.

“No,” I said, with a laugh. “Though wouldn’t that have been something? No, I’m a one woman kind of gal. At least at any given time.” I fixed her with a stare. “I’m very selfish and I don’t like to share.”

I could hear Ellie gulp. “Who else?”

“Well from class, there was Amy and Ally, not the same one. And then last semester there was Alice and Tiffany, and oh yea, Sophie. She’s a real handful, if you catch my meaning. Nowadays, I’ve had my eyes on Sam and Beth, though Sam doesn’t seem to be interested.”

I paused and locked eyes with her, letting the tension build as the moment lingered. “And then another girl or two, I’ve been thinking a lot about lately.”

“Oh,” Ellie said and she swallowed hard. “Anyone I might know?”

I nodded. “Oh, I think you might. In fact, I think you know exactly who I’m talking about.”

As I spoke, I slid my hand on top of hers, ran my thumb gently across her knuckles. I kept my eyes fixed on hers, never looking away, never blinking. This was the moment, the critical juncture where Ellie’s inhibitions would melt away and she would be putty in my hands…or it was the moment she would retreat, put up the walls again for well and for good and leave me out in the cold. Unfortunately, that moment would have to come later. Once again, our conversation was cut short as the sound of our arriving classmates drifted down the hall.

Ellie pulled back her hand like it had touched a hot stove. Father Matthews entered the room a moment later, a half dozen girls following shortly after. I glanced at Ellie but her eyes were downcast and she refused to meet my gaze. It was like that for the rest of class and afterward she was the first one up and out the door, never even risking a second glance back at me.

There was a pit in my stomach as I turned things over again and again in my head. Had I botched the whole thing? That thought was like a sore tooth; I couldn’t help but poke and prod at it from different angles. I knew that it would hurt, but couldn’t help myself.

No, I told myself. Patience was the name of the game. She was cracking, I just needed to wait.


Chapter 5

It was a Friday night. Our last class had been on Wednesday and Ellie had still been cold to me. She had arrived late and hadn’t taken the seat she was ‘supposed’ to.

I didn’t make anything of it. I knew I had already pushed her, possibly past the point of no return. I still told myself the situation required patience, but that became harder and harder to believe as time went on. I was practically ready to give the whole thing up when everything fell, more or less, right into my lap.

The knock came just past midnight. I lived alone in the upper class apartments on the south end of campus. It was past quiet hours. On Friday and Saturday they started at midnight instead of ten. It was rare to have visitors at this hour. Unless they were a very specific kind of visitor.

That thought excited me. The last few weeks had been a struggle. With all my attention focused on Ellie, I hadn’t had the eyes or the appetite for anyone else. Despite my, let’s say free spirited nature, I still really only liked to seriously pursue one girl at a time. In the early flirty stages when I was still feeling things out, I might have my eyes on a few girls, like with Beth and Sam, but once I locked in on my target, my focus was laser like.

Still, a few weeks was a long time. My usual gaps between liaisons could be measured in days, occasionally stretching past a week. I couldn’t remember the last time I had had a dry spell longer than two weeks. And as that time stretched on, I began to feel my singular focus slipping. It was an unconscious thing and not something I decided on. If anything, I fought against it. There was still a path forward with Ellie and I was worried that if I took my eyes off the ball, I was going to strike out completely.

But as I walked to my door, those thoughts felt far away. My own lust and desire were physical, urgent, and immediate in a way that pushed more abstract thoughts to the back of my mind. I wondered who it might be knocking on my door this late. Maybe Debbie, she was the last girl I had slept with. It had been fun, but she had gotten cold feet afterwards. If it hadn’t been for my interest in Beth and Sam and then Ellie after that, I might have pursued her further.

Or maybe, I thought to myself, it was Beth. I had had her dancing on the line before I switched my focus to Ellie. She must have seen the signs there. Ellie hadn’t sat near me last class after all. Could Beth be trying to move into the gap she saw? I smiled to myself. That would be bold. I liked bold.

I was almost convinced that it was Beth as I walked toward the door and opened it. Flashes of what I wanted to do with her, to her, vanished in an instant as I saw Ellie standing there, a tight lipped smile on her face and her hands folded neatly into one another at her waist.

“Hi,” she said.

Her abashed demeanor was as adorable as it was sexy. But that wasn’t all. For once, Ellie was wearing something other than her schoolgirl outfit. She was in a loose flowy top and a pair of pajama shorts. Neither was racy or risque, but they certainly showed more than her usual garb. My eyes gave her a quick once over. I liked what I saw. A lot.

“Hi,” I said, and I felt myself smiling; I couldn’t help it. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“I’ve been thinking,” Ellie said simply. Her eyes darted left and right looking up and down the hallway.

I bet you have been, I thought.

“Why don’t you come in?”

I moved aside and ushered Ellie into my apartment. It was cozy, if a little small. Tastefully decorated, but lacking charm in a way that occasionally made it feel like a rather nice if sterile hotel room. But on a college student's budget it was the best I could do—a few paintings from Marshalls, some succulents, and a few tasteful throw pillows to help fight against the soullessness of the university housing.

“I love your place,” Ellie said once inside. She spun around in a circle slowly, taking in the room. “Feels so homey.”

“Thanks. Can I get you anything? Something to drink, maybe?”

“Oh, I don’t drink,” she squeaked.

I could see how nervous she was. I smiled, doing my best to make it look reassuring.

“Not even water?”

“Oh, yes. Sure, that would be nice.”

She took a seat on the couch as I got a glass of water from the kitchen. Her hands fussed with the fabric of her pajama shorts, smoothing them first this way and then that. Very nervous.

I handed her the glass of water and she took it enthusiastically, bringing it to her lips and gulping down half the glass.

“So what have you been thinking about?”

She took another big gulp of water.

“Well, about what you were talking about,” she said. “And about…the dream.”

I nodded but said nothing. It would be better if she got through this part on her own.

“I can’t get it out of my head,” she said and she picked at a thread hanging from her shirt. And then she said, so quietly that it broke my heart: “I think there’s something wrong with me.”

There were tears at the corners of her eyes and suddenly the mood of the whole thing shifted. Whatever superficial sexual fantasies might have been in my head a moment before vanished in an instant. I’m shallow but not like that. Having been through the torment and self-doubt of the same realization Ellie was now having, I knew the pain that could come with it.

I sighed inwardly, disappointed that I even was disappointed, but right now comforting Ellie was the most important thing.

“Oh, sweetie,” I said as I wrapped an arm around her shoulder and pulled her close to me. “There is absolutely nothing wrong with you.”

At those words, her sniffles became sobs, deep enough that her body shook.

“But…I..I mean it’s…” Her cries choked out whatever it was she was trying to say.

I took her face in my hands and locked my eyes with hers.

“Listen to me,” I said. “There is absolutely nothing wrong with you. Not one single thing, Ellie. You are a beautiful, amazing young woman, and what you are feeling—whatever exactly it is—is okay. It’s not a sin. It’s not a problem. You are not a problem.”

The sobs ceased. Her breathing slowed. She blinked away tears, though if anything they made her blue eyes even more beautiful with the way the light caught them. I felt my own heartbeat pick up as we sat like that. My hands cupping her face, our eyes studying each other. And then, without even realizing what I was doing, without either of us realizing, the distance between us shrunk and shrunk and then vanished—our lips met and the world went still.

Her lips were smooth and tentative and delicate and her kiss was the same. She had no idea what she was doing, but that just made it better. She wasn’t trying to do what she was supposed to, not trying to do it the right way. Instead, it was what came naturally to her and there was beauty in that, a sweet innocence that at first was calming, comforting, and a second later incredibly hot, awakening something that had momentarily gone to sleep.

I pulled back, our eyes still locked. I could see the hesitation in her eyes, but also the hunger. She wanted this. I wanted this. I kissed her again. And this time I wasn’t gentle.

I’ve lost track over the last few semesters of just how many women I have kissed, how many I had been with. More than a dozen for sure, and yet…that kiss with Ellie blew them all out of the water like none of them had ever happened. It was like I was back in the library that first night, the first time, only somehow it was even better. The first time Ally had kissed me I had known. I had known before that in some way, but it wasn’t until that kiss that I had really known. And now this kiss, here with Ellie, eclipsed even that one. It felt like the first kiss of my life. Or the rest of your life, a voice echoed in my head that terrified and excited me.

That was a scary thought, but my conscious brain was only half functioning. Lust was seeping in, drowning out the careful deliberative parts, leaving only the base animal instinct for desire and pleasure. As I continued to make out with Ellie, I could sense a similar dynamic playing out for her. It took her some time to warm up to it, but soon enough I felt her loosening, getting into things. At first, she was mostly passive, letting me kiss her while she was just along for the ride. But when I felt her hands on my hips pulling me into her as she kissed me back hard, I knew that she was surrendering, letting go, her mind shutting off while her physical body with the wisdom of instinct took control.

To see her like that turned me on so much I felt I might burst. The mix of innocence and sluttiness, of the good girl and the filthy little freak, was part of the fantasy of Ellie that I had constructed in my head. As she kissed my neck and nibbled on my earlobe, however, I realized that the reality was even better than I could have imagined.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Ellie whispered in my ear, her voice hoarse.

“Believe it,” I whispered back, throwing my head back as Ellie’s lips attacked the exposed skin on my neck. The feeling sent sparks rushing across my skin. I could feel myself growing wet between my legs as my arousal built and built to a fever pitch.

My mouth grew sore and my jaw ached, but I still couldn’t bring myself to stop. There was something frantic, frenetic in the way we attacked each other's lips, kissing desperately as though everything in the world depended on it. And maybe it did. The movements of Ellie’s body grew more pronounced, dramatic, not quite flailing, but jerking and bucking, the familiar undulations of someone so turned on their whole body was abuzz with it. I had her right where I wanted her, under so much pressure she was ready to burst. I delighted in building her up, teasing her, the way Ally had with me that very first time. Only somehow this felt better, like everything else before had been a dress rehearsal. Well, maybe dress is the wrong word, but…

I lost my train of thought as I felt Ellie fingers in my hair. There was something about another girl playing with my hair that drove me absolutely wild. A gesture that could be so intimate one moment, moving a few strands of hair away from my forehead, could be so filthy the next. My mind flashed back to my night with Ally and the way that she had flipped me around, grabbed me by the ponytail, pulled it back exposing my neck…That memory gave me an idea.

Finally, I broke the kiss. There was an eager and expectant look in Ellie’s eyes. She was still nervous, I could see that, but she was excited too, waiting to see what was next.

“So?”

“What do you mean?” Ellie asked.

“You said you wanted to know what it was like the first time I kissed Ally,” I explained. “So I wanted to see how the real thing lived up to your expectations.”

The explanation felt awkward as it came tumbling out of my mouth and it took a moment before I realized why: I was nervous about the answer! In my mind, my little set up had just been a bit of flirty banter, meant to heighten the mood, meant to tease Ellie a bit, but instead, I realized I had made myself vulnerable because I really cared what she thought. There was a lump in my throat. Somewhere in the distance, I could almost hear a clock ticking, though I didn’t own one that wasn’t built-in to a phone or a computer.

“Amazing,” Ellie said at last, a smile spreading across her face.

I watched the tension vanish in her face and felt the same tension melt away in my shoulders. I couldn’t help but smile to myself, feeling my cheeks flush. This was really happening. I’d spent so much time fantasizing about this girl and then weeks chasing her and now, finally, here was the moment of truth.

“Do you trust me?” I asked.

When Ellie nodded, I felt my heart leap in my chest. My face was a mask of sultry seduction, but inside my heart was doing flips. I couldn’t believe my luck.

Just then there was a knock at the door.

“RA,” came the voice and I felt dread in my stomach. “Would you mind opening up?”

Ellie looked like a cornered animal. She shot to her feet in an instant.

“I should go,” she said, loudly.

Too loud. I winced. I had hoped to find some place to hide her, but her voice had surely carried to the door. Among the litany of rules and requirements our noble college sought fit to impose upon us, my least favorite were the rules around visiting hours. Past midnight like this, even on a Friday, visitation hours were over. There were common spaces in each hall that people could still meet at any hour of the day, but in rooms or apartments it was forbidden.

I hurriedly grabbed a hoodie from the rack by the door, thought about it for a moment and grabbed another that I tossed to Ellie. She seemed to get the hint.

“Be right there,” I called as we both hurried donned less revealing wear. Neither were dressed particularly provocatively. Just our pajamas, but given the scenario—and my own reputation—I figured it was best to be as covered as possible.

I opened the door. My RA was standing there, her thin lips pursed so tightly you almost couldn’t tell she had lips at all.

“Visiting hours are over,” she said, in a flat monotone voice.

“Hey there Mindy,” I said, ignoring her comment, trying my best to look cheerful and chipper and not at all suspicious.

From the look on Mindy’s face, she wasn’t buying it. Mindy didn’t like me. Mindy didn’t trust me. I could say it was unfair, but…after what I had done with her predecessor, I could somewhat understand it. Though, in a manner of speaking, she did have me to thank for having this job in the first place. If I hadn’t fucked the previous RA out of her job…I considered trying this line of reasoning with Mindy. I decided best not.

“Visiting hours are over,” she repeated. Her bored eyes opened half an inch wider when she glanced behind me and saw Ellie standing by the couch.

“Ellie?” she said incredulously. “Ellie Connors? What are you doing here?”

There was an unspoken part to that question: with her. What are you doing here with her?

“Mindy!” Ellie’s voice was a few octaves higher than it had been just a few minutes ago. “I was just visiting my friend, Aubrey here. We have a…class together now.”

There was an awkward pause between the two of them and I was out in the cold. Clearly, they knew each other in some way, but the nature of their relationship was a mystery to me. At the very least, Mindy’s reaction had been obvious. She was shocked, scandalized even, to see Ellie here with me at this hour. I could see the wheels turning there, suspicion warring with disbelief as she tried to make two pieces from completely different puzzles fit together. From the sour look on her face, I don’t think she was quite able to make it make sense.

“Right,” she said at last, her voice slow, each syllable carefully shaped, inspected, and only then sent out for duty. “I had heard something about that.” Acid contempt dripped from every word. I wanted nothing more in that moment than to smack her. “I think you should be on your way. You and I know that nothing was happening here, right Ellie? But we wouldn’t want anyone to get the wrong idea.”

Her words were daggers as were her eyes. She looked from me to Ellie, back and forth, until Ellie nodded and said, “I should go.”

The words caught in my throat. I looked to Ellie but she refused even to meet my gaze.

“Bye Aubrey, I’ll see you in class,” she squeaked and then scurried off down the hall, leaving me with Mindy.

“Visiting hours are over—”

“Oh, go fuck youself Mindy,” I said and shut the door in her face.


Chapter 6

Afterwards—later that night and in the days that followed—I tried to find a way to get in touch with Ellie. It was only after she had left in a hurry that I realized I didn’t have her number. We weren’t friends on the social media app du jour. I didn’t know where she lived on campus. And besides the class we shared, I had no idea what her class schedule looked like. Which meant, waiting. For a day and then another and then a couple more. We didn’t have class until Wednesday. Four days. Four days can be no time at all or it can be an eternity. These four days were an eternity.

I turned over the events of Friday night. Not once or twice. Not three times or five or even ten. I must have turned it over dozens and dozens of times, until dozens became hundreds. I hoped that I had kept my ruminations to less than a thousand iterations, but even of that I wasn’t sure. It was all I could think about, try as I might to distract myself.

On Saturday, I got drunk. It was a dry campus technically, but it wasn’t hard to find alcohol if you knew who to ask. Especially for the people like me who ran in the troublemaking circles. I got enough vodka to make the floor and ceiling switch places and I drank it alone in my apartment, reruns of the Office on in the background. It was, quite obviously, a very poor decision. Later as I was vomiting for the fourth time that evening, I realized that what I regretted the most about my decision was that it hadn’t even stopped me from thinking about Ellie. At the very least, I had hoped to be drunk and delirious. Instead, I seemed to have skipped the fun buzzed part and the out of control I-don’t-know-where-I-am part and went right to being hung over.

The next day was worse. I awoke with a pounding in my head, like someone had placed a thin piece of felt between my temple and an active jack hammer. I vomited again, twice. And then a third time, sort of; by that point I had nothing left in my stomach. The dry heaves made my whole body ache. I spent the rest of that day curled up on the couch, while on the coffee table, a collection of styrofoam takeout containers seemed to appear as if by magic. Vaguely, I was aware that I had ordered them and eaten them, but had no clear memory of doing so. It wasn’t until Monday morning that I even felt like half a person.

It was one thing to come up short. Before that night if I had been really honest with myself, I would have told you that there was only the smallest of chances I could make it work with Ellie. She was the ultimate prize, the goodiest of two shoes, the most innocent-seeming little repressed freak on this campus—and I had started to see the evidence of that! But unattainable now, like she had been before. A small, happy accident had led to an almost, not quite that was now looking like a thanks for trying, a better luck next time, or just simply a never.

I spent the weekend and then the start of the week, thinking about what I was going to say when I next saw Ellie. How could I undo what had been done? How could I fix things? Everything had been going smoothly, perfectly, until the knock on the door. Fucking Mindy. I cursed her name under my breath more times than I could count during the whole thing, but I did that mostly so I didn’t have to blame myself. I knew the rules, knew how to avoid getting caught breaking them—at least mostly—but I had been so caught off guard by Ellie, I had broken more than a few of my cardinal rules.

No funny business after visiting hours—that was just a version of the classic: don’t break the law while you're breaking the law—but if there was then not in the front room where someone walking by in the hallway might hear. Two strikes on that one. There were others about having a plan and sticking to it. I hadn’t even known it was Ellie at the door when I opened it. So that was another. And that made three.

In short, I was mad at Mindy because I didn’t want to have to be mad at myself. I knew how this game worked and had perfected my approach to it. I was kicking myself now that I had let Ellie get in my head like that. Yes, she was cute. More than cute, but still she was just one girl. Sure, I had a thing for her, but that was just a crush, a fantasy, a dream. It almost worked out, but it hadn’t.

I still had the tiniest sliver of hope. It was nebulous to say the least, but I figured once I saw Ellie again I could talk to her and from there maybe we could figure things out. But Wednesday came and Wednesday went and there was no sign of Ellie. Our next class was that Friday and it was the same thing. It had been a week now and Ellie had vanished. I asked around class, but none of the other girls seemed to know anything. Father Matthews refused to acknowledge anything. Whether that meant he knew the situation or was just as in the dark as me, I couldn’t say, but I wasn’t going to give up that easily.

A week was too long and I wanted to know what had happened. Wanted to make sure she was okay. After all, even if it had been cut short, what had happened between us wasn’t exactly a minor thing. I couldn’t just leave her on her own to process and make sense of things.

It was that Friday after class when I set out to find her. After some snooping through the university portal I was able to see her hall and room number. It struck me as a bit unsettling that apparently this information was freely available to anyone with a university login, but that was a problem for another time. My patience was exhausted, Ellie’s dorm was across campus, and I needed answers.

Ellie lived in Rawlings, one of the older dorms. Built before WWII, what the building lacked in air conditioning it more than made up for in mustiness and a general lack of charm. It was not a sought after dorm assignment. You had to draw a bad number and not have any friends with a better number to end up in a place like this. The implications of that were not lost on me as I trudged up the stairs. Inside the stairwell it was even hotter. As soon as I opened the door a wave of hot stifling air fell on me like a wet blanket. I was drenched by the time I reached Ellie’s floor. I paused before the door, straining my ears.

I could hear something inside. Movement not voices. The sound of a door being opened and then closed, a zipper zipping, a cardboard box sliding across the floor. I knocked. Silence. I waited, scarcely daring to breathe. I half expected her not to answer, but then I heard footsteps and then the door unlocking. Ellie opened it. Her eyes were red and her cheeks puffy; she had been crying.

She looked at me for a moment, her face steeled up. There was anger in the corner of her eyes, resolve in the curl of her lips—it lasted a moment then shattered. Ellie sobbed.

“What do you want?” she asked as she buried her head in her hands. But as she did, she stepped aside. Not knowing what else to do, I entered. Ellie let the door close behind me.

The room was a mess. Stacks of books—notebooks, textbooks, novels, library books, picture books—were everywhere, perched precariously in dizzying towers that raced toward the ceiling, teetering as they curved first this way and that. I had the feeling a good sneeze might trigger an avalanche that would bury us both.

And where there weren’t books, there were boxes. Or piles of clothes, or plastic Walmart bags stuffed with odds and with ends and with whatever else Ellie’s frantic mind had sought fit to pack. It looked like nothing so much as the home of a completely insane person.

“What is going on, Ellie?”

I asked the question even though the story was plain to read all around me. The specifics, sure, those I didn’t know, but the main thrust was clear: Ellie was leaving. And it was impossible to think that it was unrelated to what had happened last Friday night. Impossible to think it wasn’t my fault.

“Leaving,” she croaked. Her movements were odd and flowy as she moved through the room, stumbling past bags and books and boxes. She looked almost drunk.

“Leaving? What happened?”

She flopped unceremoniously onto a loveseat that stood as the sole uncluttered refuge in the center of the chaos. She alternated between gentle quiet sniffles and body wracking sobs. I waited her out.

“What happened?” she asked finally, and I could hear the hurt in her voice. “You happened.”

The words felt like I had been slapped. I felt a rush of shame go through me, felt the anger rise up in the back of my throat, a defense mechanism. If I could get angry, I didn’t have to feel guilty. I clenched my fists, held onto the anger for one long moment and then, with a deep exhale, let it go. I knew that it was misplaced.

“Ellie, I didn’t think—”

“No,” she snapped, not missing the opening I gave her. “You didn’t think. But it's my fault for expecting anything different. From the start you told me exactly what you were, exactly what you were looking for. Just another conquest in your long line of conquest, another straight girl to confuse and seduce, another—” Her voice grew thick. She was practically shouting by the end but I could hardly make out every second word, “...cheap…used like some kind of…selfish…ruined."

“I deserve that Ellie, but please listen to me. You need to tell me what happened. We can figure this out.”

She looked up at me, her eyes wide and unbelieving.

“They called my parents.”

I had been expecting that she had been suspended, maybe worse. Of course, whatever had happened I guess her parents were going to find out, but the thought hadn’t crossed my mind until then, and to hear it out loud like that was like a punch in the gut. It would have been enough given the circumstances just to be kicked out of school, but this was Ellie. Given her good girl persona and the school she attended, it wasn’t hard to guess the kind of home life she had come from. It wasn’t hard to imagine what it meant that her parents had found out about what happened. When she said “they called my parents”, all I heard was “my life is over.”

The scary thing was I thought she might be right. Not over, literally, but in all the ways that counted, Ellie’s world was about to get turned upside down…again.

I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to do. A sick sense of guilt overwhelmed me and the room started to spin.

“I…I…don’t…” The words wouldn’t come. There were marbles in my mouth, weighing down my tongue. My arms too felt heavier than they should. I raised an arm out to the wall to my left to balance myself. The edges of my vision grew blurry. Oh fuck, I thought, I’m going to pass out. And then the wall that was not a wall gave way under my hand. Not good, I thought and nothing else before my shoulder slammed hard into the floor and the wind rushed from my lungs with a dull ugh.

“Oh my god, Aubrey!” I heard Ellie gasp and she was on her feet a moment later.

I didn’t realize the stack of boxes had fallen on top of me until I felt Ellie pushing them off of me. The corner of one caught me right in the hip and sent pins and needles rushing through my legs.

“Sorry!” Ellie squeaked as she frantically dug me out from under the avalanche.

Luckily the boxes were light. If one of the stacks of books had fallen on top of me, things would have been significantly less pleasant.

By the time I was standing again, I could feel the dull ache emanating out from my shoulder. Tentatively, I tried to move my arm and was rewarded by a flash of white hot pain that shot through my arm until my palm and fingertips tingled. I was still half delirious from the pain, when I turned and saw Ellie’s face. In that moment, looking at the concern written on her angelic face, I knew I couldn’t let this happen. I couldn’t let the school or her parents or anyone tell her that there was something wrong with her. I couldn’t let anyone punish her just for being who she was.

“Ellie,” I said, feeling butterflies in my stomach. It was a terrible idea. A million things could go wrong. A million things, sure, but just one—just one thing needed to go right. I paused and took a deep breath. “You should come stay with me.”

It took the better part of an hour to convince Ellie, though in the end it wasn’t a hard sell. The thought of heading home to face her parents was a non-starter. Ellie filled me in a bit on them and nothing I heard was good. Stereotypical ultra-religious Catholic conservatives, vehemently anti-gay. They had been ecstatic when Ellie had come up with the idea to come here: their daughter following the plan the Lord had laid out for her. I could only imagine the hellstorm when they had found out that their innocent little girl was something of a sinner. Ellie assured me, though, that it wouldn’t be pretty.

“It would be even worse once I got back home.” Her head rested against my shoulder. “I’m not sure what they’d have in store for me. Off to the convent…or worse.”

“Worse?” I had a hard time imagining what might be worse than the dual vows of poverty and chastity.

“Conversion therapy,” Ellie said flatly. “I had a distant cousin who…well, it didn’t stick and he doesn’t talk to anyone in the family anymore. Don’t think it would stop my parents though.”

If I hadn't already decided, that would have done it. There was no way I was going to let them take Ellie. It was going to take some work to figure this out, but first we needed to get Ellie’s things to my place without drawing too much attention. Ideas flooded my brain and suddenly I was in go mode, new thoughts coming almost faster than I could process them. Despite all the stress and hassle that was coming down the pike, I couldn’t help but smile.

“I always wanted a roommate,” I said, fixing Ellie with a stare. “Especially a cute one.”

“Oh I—” Ellie stammered as her ears went red. “That sounds amazing. Thank you so much.”

I leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. Our mouths lingered like that, lips touching, tongues at the ready—both wanting more but knowing there was no time. Not now.

“Soon,” I whispered into Ellie’s ear and felt her shudder. Her hand found mine and squeezed it tight.


Chapter 7

“Laundry, huh?” Mindy stood just outside the elevator, eyeing the improbable quantity of laundry I was hauling with the help of one of the big gray janitorial carts that I had managed to commandeer.

“You know how it is,” I said and I could feel the sweat beading on the back of my neck. “Got busy with classes and fell a little behind.”

Mindy’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “I’m supposed to believe that?”

I shrugged, feeling more than a little annoyed by the interrogation. Any other RA would have shrugged and moved on. I was up to something, clearly, but only a busybody like Mindy would actually care about that. In fact, no one else had.

That had come as a surprise. The idea that Ellie and I came up with had seemed so half-baked, I hadn’t even expected to make it back to her room with the cart before we were caught, but in the end we made it much further than that. We found oversized trash bags in the same utility closet we found the cart. And then we got to work. Unceremoniously, we shoved everything we could into the bags: boxes, books, other bags. When they were full, we tied them up and hoisted them into the cart. We cleared almost half of her room in a single go. The bags did a poor job of hiding their boxy and misshapen contents. I’m not sure anyone would have guessed exactly what it was we had in there, but it wouldn’t easily pass for laundry either.

We pushed the cart out in the hallway, into the elevator, and then out onto campus. Ellie’s dorm was a ten minute walk normally. Pushing the heavy, unwieldy cart took the better part of an hour. But no one stopped us. When we made it to my building, Ellie made herself scarce. She hung behind me, hastily disguised with some makeup, a new fake brown wig I had from last Halloween, and a pair of sunglasses and a hat to complete the look. She took the stairs, while I took the elevator. Thankfully, that meant I only had to face Mindy alone.

“Mindy, I know some people don’t really have lives or friends or plans, but I have all of those things and if I don't take care of my laundry soon I’m going to be late for all of that and more.”

Mindy’s nose wrinkled like she had just smelled something foul. I waited for the hurt or the anger in her expression, but it never came. It was beneath her to be insulted by a troublemaker and rulebreaker such as myself. When she took a step toward the cart, I felt my heart leap in my chest. This was the moment when the whole thing would come tumbling down. The moment when we would be found out—And then there was a noise from somewhere down the hall, out of sight but close. A door slammed and then a scream, not startled but in pain, echoed down the hall. Another door slammed. Then the sounds of doors opening, voices in the hall, calling to each other, investigating the source of the disturbance. Mindy took one last look at me and at the cart. She shook her head.

“I have my eye on you,” she said and then turned and hurried down the hallway.

My mouth was so dry I could hardly swallow. I moved quickly to get the cart down the hall. I had no idea what had drawn Mindy’s attention nor any idea how long it would last. I quickly unlocked my door and turned to see Ellie who had appeared as if from nowhere.

I raised an eyebrow. “Your handiwork?” I asked in reference to the disturbance.

The wide smile that crept across Ellie’s face was all the admission I needed.

I smiled too. “Nice. Fast thinking and fast feet. How did you even manage to double back?”

“The stairwells,” Ellie said. There were two on the floor, connected by a narrow utility walkway. Off limits to students, but in a pinch it could allow you to ‘disappear’ on one side of the floor and reappear on the other side, as if by magic.

Whatever she had done, I was happy for it and even happier once we had gotten the bags into my room, Ellie along with them, and then closed the door behind us. Ellie lost the disguise. We both breathed comically large sighs of relief. We looked at each other, laughed.

“Well,” Ellie said. “Not exactly how I expected my day to go.”

“No, me neither.”

A moment of silence hung in the air as we looked around the room and then back at each other.

“A lot to unpack,” I said, then winced. “No pun intended.”

Ellie laughed and started to unpack. We decided that while she did that I would make the trip back across campus to her dorm alone and attempt to pack up whatever else that I could. We had gotten all of the most important things in the first load, knowing that a second one might not be guaranteed. When I made it into Ellie’s building and up to her floor, it was clear we had made the right choice.

I heard angry shouting as I rounded the corner. A cluster of people, three of them middle aged and then two who looked to be college aged stood in the hallway outside Ellie’s room. I recognized one of the college students as Ellie’s RA. I figured the other must be the head RA for the building. The two  standing with their backs to the door, red-faced and angry, were clearly Ellie’s parents. Both of them had the same beautiful golden blonde hair that she did and her light hazel eyes flecked with green. Despite their reddened faces and the veins bulging in their necks, their attractiveness was plain. It wasn’t hard to see where Ellie got it from. Unfortunately, it was plain too, that outside of looks, these were two ugly people.

They were shouting at the other middle aged man. From his ill-fitting soup stained suit, I marked him as some kind of administrator for the school. Probably someone in Student Life or maybe from the Dean of Students Office. His hands were folded and held in check behind his back. From my angle I could see them fidgeting nervously. As I got closer, I began to be able to make out what was being said.

“How do you lose a whole person?” The man that had to be Ellie’s Dad asked.

From the impatience and contempt in his voice, I had a feeling the question was more rhetorical than actual, and I doubted it was the first time it had been asked.

“Mr. Connors, as I’ve already said, I don’t think anybody has been lost,” the administrator said.

The tension in his voice reminded me of an overtuned guitar string, as though his vocal cords might snap at any moment. I noticed a muscle twitching above his left eyebrow and once I saw it, it was hard to see much else. It punctuated each word he spoke.

“Ellie wasn’t expecting you until tomorrow,” the administrator continued. “I’m sure she is just out saying goodbye to her friends.”

“We told the girl we spoke to that she was not to be allowed out of her room,” Ellie’s mom shrieked, her voice shrill and whistle-y.

She sounded like a teapot that had begun to boil. It wasn’t hard to imagine steam shooting out of her reddened ears.

“The girl?” The administrator pulled a small yellow legal pad from one of the oversized pockets in his oversized suit jacket. “Ah yes, Mindy. The RA for the other girl. Well, as I explained on the phone, that is not an authority that either Mindy or the school possesses. We cannot imprison one of our students in their room just because someone asks us to.”

“Someone!” Her father took a step forward and the administrator shrunk back, his hands unconsciously rising at his sides, preparing to deflect a blow.

In truth, I thought Ellie’s dad was going to hit him for a second. His body tensed, his hazel eyes narrowed. I saw his chest rise as he took in a deep breath, held it for a moment…And then let it out. The tension in the group dropped several levels. I even felt myself release the breath I hadn’t realized I’d be holding.

“What about the other girl?” Ellie’s father asked, his voice lower but not calmer, the subdued rage somehow even more frightening than what had come before.

“The other girl? Well, she is—how should I say—already one of our students of concern. She’s a member of the purity class that your daughter was a part of. She—”

“Is clearly using the group like her own private hunting ground! Picking off the weak ones from the pack and…And…”

His voice grew shaky and then trailed off as though he couldn’t make his mouth make the words, couldn’t bring himself to describe the heinous actions that I had taken.

“And you’re sure she isn’t spoiled, Mr. Monrose?” There was panic in Ellie’s mom’s voice.

The administrator, whose name was apparently Monrose, looked like he had been slapped. Even at a school like this, I got the sense that Ellie’s parents were a bridge too far. Even among the true believers, the bible thumpers, and all the fire and brimstone religious nuts, the Connors stood out. I almost felt pity for Mr. Monrose. Almost.

“Spoiled?” Mr. Monrose was aghast. “I can’t possibly imagine what it is you want me to say to that. To have such a conversation!”

I’ll admit I had a similar reaction to Mrs. Connors question. Only for me, the shock lasted only a few seconds, before the anger rushed in. I smiled to myself. If they were so worried about me ‘spoiling’ their daughter, I was going to give them something to worry about.

I had already given up the idea of recovering anything more from Ellie’s room. Even if I came back later after the crowd had cleared, the risk would be too much. I was about to turn and leave, when Ellie’s fathers gaze found me. He scowled. Mrs. Connors and Mr. Monrose turned to see what he was looking at, and the eyes of the two RAs followed with them.

“Excuse me, miss,” Mr. Monrose called out to me in a voice far louder than necessary, “but can we help you?”

When I didn’t respond, he turned to the RAs. “Does she live in this hall? In this building?”

There was a pause as he waited for an answer. Both of the younger girls looked my way and from the hesitation written on their faces, it was clear they knew who I was, or could at least guess at it. The confusion on Mr. Monrose’s face and the anger on the Connors’, thankfully, was unchanged. They, at least, hadn’t put the pieces together. I decided to get out of the situation before that changed.

“Uhhh, sorry, I was supposed to meet someone. I think I have the wrong floor.” I glanced around, trying to sell my confusion. “Maybe the wrong building too. Is this Smith?”

“Williams,” the head RA answered.

“Apologies,” I said. “Didn’t mean to interrupt. You have a wonderful day.”

I aimed this last at Ellie’s parents, smiling broadly. What I meant was quite different.

What I meant was, I am going to fuck your daughter.


Chapter 8

When I made it back to my apartment, I almost thought that Ellie had fled. The bags and boxes were still there, some of them emptied and organized, but there was a box half-emptied still sitting in the middle of the room, as though someone had been called away right in the middle of things. The lights were off. If it hadn’t been for the fact that the curtains were drawn, I really would have thought she had run away. But I never closed the curtains.

“Ellie?”

Her name was a loud whisper on my lips. I wanted her to know it was me, but I didn’t need my voice carrying out into the hallway. We had already seen how that story ended and this time it would be worse. I moved deeper into the apartment, down the hall to the bedroom. More boxes were piled in the room.

“Aubrey?” Ellie’s voice squeaked from inside an overturned box.

“Ellie?” I laughed as the box suddenly sprouted feet, then legs and suddenly a whole person stood where the box had been just a moment before.

“Sorry about that. Wasn’t sure if it was you or not.”

Her eyes scanned the room behind me then back  at my empty arms. She raised an eyebrow.

“Your parents,” I said and from the look on her face, I knew that no other explanation was needed.

“Ahh,” she said, “so you met them…They’re…”

“The worst?” I offered and immediately regretted it.

Ellie seemed to stop short, draw up, her shoulders and neck tight. Then she laughed and her body relaxed.

“I guess they are.” She buried her hands in her head.

I took a step closer to her. She looked up, her expression curious. I took another step and then another until I was standing directly in front of her. Ellie looked up at me with those big green eyes. I felt my mouth go dry.

“They were not happy with you,” I said, letting the playfulness creep into my voice. This was delicate here. My attempts to flirt and seduce could easily backfire.

When Ellie smiled, it felt like a weight lifted off my shoulders.

“No, I guess they aren’t. Maybe I can’t really blame them.” She paused and a slow smile crept across her face. “I was pretty bad, after all wasn’t I?”

The mischievous glint in her eyes made my knees weak. I had waited for this moment, dreamed of it, dreamed of this naughty side of Ellie more times than I could count and now it was real.

“Bad? Oh, honey,” I said and leaned in until my lips were resting against her neck, brushing lightly against her ear lobe. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

Ellie yelped in surprise as my open palm came down with a crack against her ass. The surprise faded quickly, replaced by a look of pure animal lust.

“I guess I have been a bad girl,” Ellie said and gave her ass a sexy little wiggle.

I couldn't help but smack it again. This time it wasn’t a yelp, but a moan that escaped Ellie’s lips.

“Oh,” she cooed, grinning ear to ear. “I like that.”

“Plenty more in store.”

Ellie kissed me on the mouth and the passion of it took my breath away. Her hands were on my body a  moment later as I struggled to catch my breath. I felt her fingers brush against the exposed skin between the waist of my legging and the hem of my shirt. Goosebumps marked the path her fingers took and spread out from there, covering my entire body. I shivered, though if anything the room was over-warm. My hands snaked around Ellie’s waist grabbing two handfuls of her firm backside and pulling her into me. Mouths working, lips locked, Ellie moaned into me as her hands mimicked my own, moving around and giving me a playful smack before grabbing two handholds.

I was dizzy. Still standing in the middle of my tiny room, the walls started to move, to undulate and the ceiling did too. The floor seemed to be the only thing steady in the room as my lust filled delirium overwhelmed me. The bed now seemed impossibly far away, but it was where I needed to be…for what came next.

I took a step forward and Ellie got the hint; she moved backwards. We still making out, messily, sloppily, aggressively as we stumbled our way to the bed. When we made it to the edge, I gave Ellie a nudge and she half-jumped, half-fell back onto the bed, pulling me down with her. I climbed on top of her straddling her across the waist, grinding my hips into her. The fabric rubbing against my swollen clit sent spots of silver into my vision. I was so turned on just a bit of dry humping threatening to have me orgasmic.

“Jesus christ!” I hissed as I continued to grind on Ellie. She pushed back into me, her hips moving in rhythm with mine. She moaned as my lips found her neck and sucked at it greedily. After a few moments, I pulled back. I could already see the droplets of blood just beneath the surface of her delicate skin.

“That’s gonna be a hickey,” I whispered.

Ellie’s eyes went wide with excitement.

“Oh, does someone like that?” I teased and she nodded mutely, too excited to trust herself to speak. “Won’t your parents be furious?”

“I’m sure they will,” she said, her tone coy and playful on the surface, but just beneath I could hear the note of lust, of passion, of hunger.

“Now that they know their daughter is a little slut…” as I spoke, I slid off Ellie to the side and my fingers found the button on her skirt. Deftly, I undid it. “...they must be so angry. All that time spent trying to make sure their precious daughter was sweet and innocent and pure…if they only knew how I am going to defile you.”

Ellie’s whole body seemed to vibrate as I spoke. I had found the button to press, the one that would drive her crazy, the one that would make her melt. Slowly, I undid her zipper. Ellie’s breath was heavy now, husky with passion. I watched her eyes as they watched my hands. She didn’t blink.

“I think we can lose this,” I said and I helped her shimmy out of her skirt.

She was wearing a plain looking pair of underwear, unsurprising given things. In another scenario, on another person, they would hardly have screamed sexy, but here and now, on Ellie, I had never seen a sexier sight. Still, they needed to go.

My finger played with the waistband. Ellie shuddered and gasped, wiggled her hips absentmindedly. I recognized those frustrated little motions: her arousal was reaching a crescendo. I could see a damp spot between her legs. She had soaked through her underwear. I licked my lips as I leaned in closer, nibbling at her neck.

“I can smell how turned on you are,” I whispered to her and it was true. The scent of Ellie’s sex filled the room and drove me wild.

Ellie let out a long, low moan as my finger hooked onto her underwear and pulled them down her legs. She was naked from the waist down, but that wasn’t enough for me.

“Lose the shirt,” I said while at the same time I began to disrobe.

Given it was Ellie’s first time there was a part of me that wanted to take things slow, wanted to tease her a bit. The idea of a little strip show was tantalizing but one look at the hunger in Ellie’s eyes convinced me otherwise. We both wanted this—no needed—this too badly. There would be time later, time to take things slow, but now…Now, was the time for action.

I lifted my shirt over my head and then, not pausing, unhooked my bra and tossed it to the floor.

“Holy shit,” Ellie exclaimed.

She was in the middle of unbuttoning her own blouse when she froze, fingers still on buttons. Something had stopped her in her tracks and I had a pretty good idea what it was.

“Your tits…” She said and she was practically drooling.

I felt a flush rise in my cheeks, part arousal and part pride. My tits, if I do say so myself, were my most impressive asset. Shapely, perky, and deceptively large given my small frame, they were usually hidden away beneath a bra. Add to that the conservative dress code required by the college, and Ellie’s reaction was hardly surprising. She wasn’t the first one to have exactly that reaction.

“I know, right?” I said with a smirk.

Ellie’s eyes were glued to my chest. She licked her lips subconsciously. I cleared my throat.

“Oh, right,” she said with a nervous laugh. Her eyes flitted up to mine as her fingers started moving again. “Got a bit distracted.”

I watched, enraptured as the blouse fell away. Her bra matched the underwear that was now sitting somewhere on the floor of my room. Her nervous fingers fumbled with the clasp of the bra. I reached over, unhooked it for her.

“Thanks,” she said with a laugh. “Just a bit nervous.”

“Don’t be,” I said, as she began to shrug out of the bra. “You’re doing gr—OH. MY. GOD.”

The bra fell away and now it was my turn to be shocked. Ellie’s tits sprang loose from their confine with a vengeance. It was hard to believe that those had been hiding under there. They were massive. In my disbelief, I grabbed the bra, checked the tag: DD. I let out a low whistle.

“W-what?” Ellie asked nervously. “Is there something wrong?”

“Ummm, girl! Why didn’t you tell me you were hiding those under there?”

She blushed a deep and dark crimson.

“Oh, yea, they’re—Oh, fuck!”

Whatever Ellie was going to say was lost, as I leaned forward, entranced, and took one of her nipples into my mouth. I swirled my tongue around her areola, while my hand found her other breast. I groped it, pawing at it hungrily while I continued my oral assault on the other. Ellie’s words had devolved into a series of moans and unintelligible curses. For such a model student, Ellie certainly had a sailor’s mouth. Idly, I wondered what other surprises that mouth might have in store for me.

I kissed my way between her breasts, which were slick and glistening with the evidence of my oral attention. I pinched one nipple gently between my thumb and forefinger and my kisses went lower. Her whole body shuddered as I planted a kiss just below her navel. From this close, I could smell her sweetness even more, it enveloped my senses until there was nothing but the smell of sex and lust and passion…and Ellie.

I paused there and looked up at Ellie. Her eyes, which had been shut tight against the overwhelming assault of pleasure she was feeling, opened. There was a question there. Impatience too.

“Just admiring the view,” I said and winked and then I dove in headfirst.

My own clit throbbed as my tongue found Ellie’s.

“Aubrey,” she whimpered as I circled her clit, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

She was losing it, delirious with pleasure as I ate her pussy with reckless abandon. Most times I prided myself in precision in my oral game, but with Ellie I was drunk with lust and all thoughts of gentleness or being delicate went out the window. I devoured her like I was starving, like I was praying at the altar of her pussy…which I guess I was.

“I think I’m..I-i-i-i,...Ohhhh, fuck!”

There was something almost innocent about the way I watched, and listened, in real time as Ellie experienced the first stirrings of her first orgasm and then the way her whole body shook as it finally hit. Thank god we had taken things all the way back to the bedroom, down the hallway, in the corner, the walls either external or leading out in the hallway, all of it far from the door, far from where anyone could hear as I corrupted this delicate little straight girl. From how she moaned my name and how her whole body grew taut and then shook as her hands formed fists, balling up the sheets between her fingers, I knew that she would be a very willing participant in that corruption.

“No more…” Ellie finally moaned and sunk in the bed, her whole body seeming to go slack.

Reluctantly, I withdrew my tongue. I could have stayed like that for hours, teasing her, tasting her, eating her sweet pussy and drinking her juices until I was drunk with my own lust. But I knew she needed some time to recover.

I rolled over and laid next to Ellie, my hands gently caressing her shoulder, tracing impossible shapes on her goosebumped skin as I made her way across her collar bone and the curve of her shoulder. And then back, dipping low and brushing my fingertips across the tops of Ellie massive tits. She fidgeted and let out a low, contented moan.

“That was unbelievable,” she said.

She was smiling and I was too. The post-orgasmic stupor faded in her eyes and the hunger came back. I felt my heartbeat quicken as Ellie’s eyes roamed over my body. A flush crept up my chest as I felt Ellie’s fingers on my stomach. Her look asked for permission. I nodded and her fingers crept lower. My skin was warm where her fingers touched me, the warmth lingering and spreading even after she had moved on. It spread until my whole body felt warm, my skin tingling with anticipation as Ellie’s fingers made their way across my perfectly smooth and waxed skin just above my wetness. She paused there and looked at me again. sHe took a deep breath.

“Everything okay?” I asked, worried that Ellie was getting cold feet.

Ellie nodded. “More than just nervous. I’ve never done this before. I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

She blushed harder and averted her eyes. My hand cupped her chin, lifted her gaze to meet mine.

“Ellie Connors you are a fucking smokeshow. You are a perfect fucking ten. My little straight slut who everyone thinks is a prim and proper goody two shoes. But we both know better, don’t we?”

Ellie nodded tentatively. I liked that she was going along with my little game, but I could still see the hesitation. Not about whether to do what we were doing, but how. She was more than willing. She just needed me to show her the way.

“What do we know?” I asked, letting a sultry smile spread across my lips.

I saw Ellie’s breath catch. Hesitation gave way to something else as an enigmatic expression crossed Ellie’s face. Her lips curled at the edges, a slight sexy smile. Her eyes were smoldering.

“We know,” she said and her fingers danced down, brushing across my lips, “that I’m not a good little religious girl. We both know,” she said as she slipped first one finger inside of me and then another, “that I am a filthy little freak.”

Hearing that filthiness pour out Ellie’s sweet innocent mouth nearly made me cum. All the build up, not just now or today, but over days and weeks all came to a head in an instant. One minute I was lying next to Ellie trying to goad her into making a move and the next I couldn’t have even told you my own name. Ellie had been surprising me since the day I met her and the speed with which she went from tentative to taking charge left me breathless.

Her fingers pistoned inside of me, hard and rough and fast. I wasn’t always in the mood to get finger blasted with this kind of intensity, but sometimes it was exactly the kind of rough hard fucking that a girl needs to clear her mind. That it was Ellie doing it to me only made everything hotter.

Ellie continued to finger fuck me as she leaned in and kiss me. There was more passion in her kiss now than before, if that were even possible. I struggled to catch my breath as we made out aggressively, all the while Ellie’s fingers were rearranging my insides, pushing themselves deeper inside me, filling me up. When she added a third, my vision went white for a moment.

“Fuck, Ellie,” I growled. “Are you sure you’ve never done this before?”

The look of satisfaction on Ellie’s face was priceless. She was beaming like she had just been awarded a blue ribbon at the fair.

“Never,” she cooed, her lips kissing my neck, “This innocent straight girl is a dirty little lesbian slut, but only for you Aubrey.”

The hair on my neck stood on edge. Holy fuck, I thought, that might be the hottest thing I have ever heard. I had always loved to seduce “straight” girls, but I’d never had one of them play up the kink like this and get off on it the same way I did. This girl was going to be trouble and I was going to love every moment of it.

Soon enough, I couldn’t hold it anymore.

“Ellie,” I moaned, “don’t stop.”

The excitement in Ellie’s eyes excited me. To see the pride and arousal written on her face from how good she was making me feel made me feel even better. A virtuous cycle, you might say. I felt the sensation building, deep in my abdomen first and then surging through me until my skin was buzzing and my clit ached.

“Use your other hand,” I hissed, barely able to form the words correctly as my mind emptied out of anything resembling coherent thought. “Touch my clit.”

Ellie’s grin grew wider and a moment later I felt her thumb against my clit. It was indescribable. I had lost count of the number of times I had done something like this. Lost count, even, of the number of people I had done something like this with. But now, in this moment, as Ellie made me cum, it was like none of it had ever happened. There was only here and now and Ellie.

The orgasm ripped through my body sending wave after surging wave of pleasure through me until I was drunk and giddy with it. It lingered and built, rising and falling, never quite fading as Ellie continued to finger me at the same time she played with my clit. It was the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced.

“Holy shit.”

“Yea,” Ellie said as we both lay next to each other panting, recovering from the back-to-back orgasms we had given one another. “Holy shit.”

I took a deep breath as the post-orgasmic bliss faded into the background, into a low level contentment. But lurking behind that was anxiety, or at least, I expected it to be. Usually, after having a girl that I had had my eye on, I lost interest. It’s not that I was shallow or cruel, but I viewed most of these liaisons as casual flings. Fun and physical, but that was it. I looked at Ellie and waited for that same realization that always happened right around this time. I was terrified, but as the moments stretched I didn’t feel any different. By which I mean, I was still into Ellie, madly so. And that in its own way was terrifying too.

Terrifying but exciting. There were questions to answer and logistics to figure out. I was harboring a fugitive, after all! I should have been anxious, but the anxiety never came. I looked over at Ellie as my fingers intertwined with hers.

Whatever was going to happen would happen, but with Ellie at my side that didn’t seem so scary anymore. She squeezed my hand and I knew that whatever was coming our way, we would find a way to make it work.


Chapter 9

If the day before hadn't convinced me, the morning after did. When I awoke, Ellie’s naked body intertwined with my own, I felt at peace. No stab of panic or regret. No sense of “Oh, my fucking god, what have I done?”.

I lay there like that next to her and the minutes ticked by. I could feel my stomach rumbling, felt my craving for coffee and caffeine call to me, but I didn’t want to move, didn’t want to wake her. There was a peacefulness written on her face that I hadn’t seen since I had known her. With everything that had happened to her in the last few days—weeks really, and maybe her life come to think of it—I knew she needed this. A reprieve from the stress and the fear and guilt. I was happy for whatever part I could play in giving it to her.

It was another half hour before Ellie began to stir. She shifted, rolling into me and onto my arm so that it wrapped around her torso. Her eyes began to open and I pulled her body gently against mine.

“Good morning, sleepyhead.”

“Merning,” Ellie mumbled with a strand of her hair stuck between her lips. She blew it away.

“Merning?” I teased.

“Oh you know what I meant.”

We both laughed, but there was an edge to it, an anticipation. I felt it deep in my stomach, a combination of butterflies and dread and lust. It was an odd and uncomfortable medley. Both of us were waiting and wondering: what came next?

“So…” I said and let the syllable expand to fill the room.

“So,” Ellie repeated back.

“About last night—” I started to say at the same moment Ellie said, “Thank you.”

I’m not sure whatI expected but it wasn’t that.

“Thank you? For what?” I teased. “Blowing your mind last night.”

I stole a quick kiss.

“Hey!” Ellie exclaimed in mock protest. “No, not for that…or, not just for that. I’ve been unhappy and out of place for years. There’s been a sense of anxiety and dread somewhere deep inside me that I never let myself acknowledge. So unhappy for so many years and I tried to drown it out by doing everything right: prayer and grades and church and listening to everything my parents told me. It wasn’t until I met you that I realized why.”

After hearing that, I kissed her for real. Not a quick peck like before, or a hungry lust filled kiss like night. There was passion in it, but restraint too. It was a kiss that said: you matter and you’re mine, and maybe more than that besides. It wasn’t my first kiss with Ellie or with anyone, but in some ways it felt like it was. Ellie, I think, could feel it too.

“Wow,” she said as our lips parted.

Wow was my reaction too. Not just to the kiss, but to what Ellie had said to me. So much of this, in the past, had been a game to me, but hearing what it meant to Ellie, to hear what she had been through drove home that it wasn’t.

My own carefree experience of discovering my sexuality and turning it into a game had never felt a traumatic thing. And so, perhaps, I hadn’t really considered what it might be like for other people going through the same thing, especially at a place like this. There was a gnawing sense in me that my own approach to my sexuality might have been a defensive mechanism, a coping strategy. If it was a game, I didn’t have to take it seriously. If it was a game, I didn’t have to be hurt by the fact that my family and my fellow students and my teachers thought that what I did—that who I was—was wrong, sinful, disgusting.

I took a deep breath to steady myself. Ellie could hear the unevenness.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said, “or no. Maybe? I don’t know.” I shook my head, trying to knock some sense loose. “Just with what you said. It caught me off guard. Made me think about my own situation here and what I’ve had to do to make it through. It always felt like a game, like I was cheating the system and getting one over on this fucking place.”

“And now?” Ellie asked, her voice gentle.

“And now, I don’t know.” I sighed. “I just wonder if that was my coping strategy, you know? My way to deal with a place that…hates people like us.”

“People like us?” There was a nervous excitement in Ellie’s voice.

“Lesbians,” I said without giving it much thought, but seeing the surprise on Ellie’s face made me backtrack, “Or bisexuals. Girls who like other girls I mean, whatever else they might be into. I’m not trying to pigeonhole you.”

She smiled as a flush crept into her cheeks.

“No, I think it’s just girls for me,” she said and the joy in her voice sounded like a kid on Christmas morning. “I just have one request?”

“Of course,” I said, apprehensive about where she was going with this; some playful note had crept into her voice when she asked the question. Her eyes smoldered.

“Can I still be your straight little slut?” she asked, her voice trembling subtly.

My heart slammed against my chest. I practically gasped with pleasure. My smile was so wide, my cheeks hurt. I pulled Ellie in closer against my body, feeling the lust stirring within me as I did. I kissed Ellie again on the lips and then made my way down her neck to her collarbone and back up.

“Always,” I said, locking eyes with the blonde girl.

She whimpered as I ran a hand across her stomach. I slid down until I was between Ellie’s legs.

“We have a lot to figure out today,” I said with a coy smile. “But right now, I’m starving and you look good enough to eat.”

Ellie came once and then twice. It was tempting to go for the trifecta and part of me wanted nothing more, but another part of me knew that I was just delaying what we needed to do. And what we needed to do was to figure out what the hell we needed to do. Circular, sure, but that didn’t make it any less true.

“So,” I said after both of us, finally, had gotten dressed and out of bed, though not in that order.

“So,” Ellie said and the silence that hung between us was thick.

It seemed odd that this was the uncomfortable and awkward part after everything we had done. We had explored each other's bodies—thoroughly—and said more filthy shit to each other in one night than most couples do in a lifetime, but now when it came to discussing the non-sexual part of our relationship we both clammed up.

The newfound confidence I had so admired in Ellie during our sexual escapades vanished in the morning light. She was furtive again, nervous. Though I could hardly blame her for that. Her entire life had been turned upside down in the last few days and the brief reprieve of carnal pleasure—no matter how good—didn’t simply erase all that.

“How are you feeling after last night?” I asked.

I had plenty of thoughts of my own, but it felt only fair to let Ellie go first, for a number of reasons. Not least of which was that this was her first time with another girl, or with anyone for that matter. I wanted to give her space to feel what she was feeling and express it without any outside influence from me.

“Last night was incredible,” Ellie said, then looked around the room at the boxes stacked around us: the boxes that contained everything she now owned. “I can figure out a way to get these out of here today. I’ll get an apartment in town or something I guess. I don’t know. I’ll figure it out.”

She looked crestfallen, but all I felt was confusion.

“What are you talking about? Who said you were going anywhere?” I tried to keep my tone light, keep the hurt out of my voice.

“Oh,” Ellie squeaked. “I just thought…The other girls you told me about…It didn’t seem like you were the type to—”

“Fuck a girl twice?” I said, but realized my mistake when I saw Ellie wince. “Sorry, that was flippant. Are you offering to get your stuff out of here cause you think I’m done with you after last night and this morning?”

She refused to meet my gaze. Her face was flushed and I could see the wetness in her reddened eyes. She nodded. I took my hand and lifted her chin.

“Hey Ellie, look at me, please?” She acquiesced reluctantly. “I’m not kicking you to the curb. This whole situation is crazy, but we got ourselves into it together and I’m not just going to leave you to fend for yourself. We are going to figure it out together.”

“Okay,” Ellie said and the relief in her voice was palpable. “So, what do we do?”

I looked around at the boxes. My apartment was already somewhat cramped and cluttered. With Ellie’s new additions, things would soon be bursting out of drawers and cabinets. That wasn’t even getting into how I was going to feed the both of us and keep Ellie hidden. Even if she stayed in the room 24/7 there was always the risk for us to be overheard (imagine that!) or for a room inspection. Not to mention the fact that forcing Ellie to live in this confined space for the next two months until summer seemed cruel. And then summer…what were we going to do then?

“That, Ellie,” I said, “is a very good fucking question.”


Chapter 10

“Wait,” I said, “explain that part again.”

Ellie and I had been discussing our options for the better part of the morning when she had dropped a bombshell. Only, it seemed she didn’t realize it.

“The part about finding an apartment in town for the both of us?”

Clueless, I thought to myself mostly joking. Luckily for her the whole naive innocent thing really did it for me.

“No, the part about how we are going to pay for it.”

My heart was racing, both because of what Ellie had said but also now because our plan seemed possible. Not easy, not likely, maybe not even super fun—at least at first—but finally it seemed possible. And possible I could work with.

“Oh, you mean about my trust fund?”

Trust fund. I had already gotten the impression that Ellie and I had come from different worlds, but those two words—or was it one?—drove the point home nicely.

“Yes, Ellie I mean the trust fund that you just brought up like it’s the most normal thing in the world.”

“Oh, sorry, yea, so I have one. It’s…well, it’s a decent amount.”

Ellie seemed to be blushing more than when I first tried flirting with her!

“Enough for us to rent an apartment? I have some money I can contribute too.”

This was a godsend. After a morning of discussion, we had decided that if this school had a problem with us, we would find somewhere that didn’t. What was there here for either of us? Rules and religion and discrimination. It might have been different if the education was otherwise world class, but…well, let’s just say that the clientele for a place like this placed more importance on tradition than education and the administration was happy to cater to their wants.

What remained to be decided was how the fuck we were going to manage it. The whole thing was a whirlwind. Looking back on it, it seems insane. Zero-to-sixty. In other circumstances, it would have been too much, too fast. But for us, in this situation, it was the only real option we had. At least, that’s how it felt.

And now, Ellie had revealed to me that my biggest concern, money, might not be that big of a concern after all.

“Don’t worry about that,” Ellie said. “You can save your money for a rainy day. I looked at a few places in town just to get an idea on the prices but we should be good.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to deplete your savings. We need to think long term—”

“Aubrey,” Ellie cut me off, “don’t worry about it. Trust me.”

And with the way she said it something clicked in me. Oh, I thought.

“That much?”

“It’s a lot.” Ellie nodded sheepishly. “A lot.”

“And you parents can’t just take it away?”

At that Ellie couldn’t help but smile. She shook her head.

“Nope,” she said, beaming. “It’s from my uncle. Once I turned eighteen it was mine. He never much got along with my parents. They can’t touch a dime.”

“So we are doing this?”

“I guess we are.”

And after that my life felt like a whirlwind. One moment, I was a college student, playing silly games and sometimes winning silly prizes for it. It had been fun and safe and anything but serious. But after everything that had happened, after Ellie, I knew that it had all been a dream. Maybe a pleasant one at times, as much as something that wasn’t real could be. But now I was awake and there was no going back to sleep.

My feelings for Ellie terrified and compelled me. I told myself that this wasn’t just about those feelings. I’m not sure how true that really was, though. It felt better to think those thoughts: it was my sense of obligation for a friend in whose misfortune I had played no small part.

If I could tell myself that, I wouldn't have to justify why I was moving in with a girl that I had just started a relationship with, which of course would have been insane, irresponsible, and just generally a bad idea. Luckily, that totally wasn’t what we were doing.

We found an apartment, signed a lease. I submitted the paperwork to withdraw from school and before we knew it, it was time to move out. Armed with a plan for our lives outside of this hellhole, we no longer had anything to fear. No sneaking around, no disguised laundry bags. We could pack and move and be in the open. For Ellie, who had spent the better part of a week cooped up in my dorm apartment while we sorted things, it was a godsend. It was plain to see how much the isolation had weighed on her just in how much brighter she seemed now. There was a smile in her voice and a bounce in her step that hadn’t been there before. Her enthusiasm was infectious and I found myself falling even harder for her.

That first week, I spent as much as I could back in the dorm with Ellie, but nothing much happened. We kissed and cuddled, but some unspoken agreement had developed between us: we were waiting for our own places, for the next chapter, before we went any further in the relationship, physically or otherwise. There were times when I wanted to jump her bones, make no mistake, but for the most part it was nice. It was time spent getting to know each other and the more I learned about Ellie, the more I came to see her as a full fledged person, rather than the unattainable trophy I had once seen her as and the more frightened I became of just how much I liked this girl.

Of course, I had been with more than a few other girls, and as much it was mostly sex it wasn’t always only that. There had been tender moments, cute moments, moments that made me think that maybe I understood what love was, or at least some lesser version of it. Ellie showed me just how wrong I was. I don’t know if I loved her then, but I knew it was like nothing I had ever felt before. Certainly, not with the girls that had come before. I was thrilled and terrified in equal measure, but it somehow felt right.

When moving day came, we learned that things were not going to go quite as smoothly as we had hoped.

Ellie had hired a moving company to help us. Two burly middle aged men who spoke mostly in grunts, carried the heavier items, which was a godsend. With four of us, we made quick work packing the truck and by late morning we were ready to go. We had just closed up the truck when it happened.

“ELLIE ROSE CONNORS!”

Even if I hadn’t recognized her father’s voice from that day in the dorm, the use of her middle name would have made the situation obvious: her parents had found us. I wheeled toward the sound of the shout, instinctively putting myself between Ellie and its source. Her hand found mine and gave it a quick forceful squeeze before releasing it.

Her mother and father stood not a dozen yards from us. I could see the veins bulging in her fathers neck and a familiar sour expression on her mother’s face. The woman, it seemed, looked perpetually like she was sucking on a lemon. They were both dressed as though they were on their way to church, but given Ellie’s upbringing that might be the outfit for casual Friday for all I knew.

“Can I help you?” I asked as I took another step toward them.

The eyes which had been staring past me to their daughter suddenly seemed to realize I was there.

“You!” Her mother screeched, turned to her husband. “That’s the girl from the hall.” Her father’s eyes went wide. “She must be the girl…the one that…”

I watched her face turn beet red as her words sputtered out. I was happy to finish that thought for her.

“The one that fucked your daughter? Is that what you were going to say?”

Both of them gasped audibly. I half expected her mother to clutch at a string of pearls and then faint. Her father looked only a few moments away from an aneurysm.

“How dare you use such filthy language! And how dare you—”

“Trust me,” I said, cutting her dad off. “Your daughter was using much, much filthier language when we were together last night.”

That seemed to shut them up for a moment. It was clear they weren’t used to anyone standing up to them. And now, they didn’t know what to do. Bullies, I thought, but spineless ones.

“Ellie, you are not to spend anymore time with this… young woman,” her mother huffed and it was clear what she meant by young woman: harlot, slut, whore, sinner. Names I had heard plenty in my time.

I was about to speak again, when Ellie stepped up next to me.

“Or what?” she said.

Both her parents and I were shocked by the defiance in her voice. I felt a rush of pride seeing Ellie stand up for herself like that. She had grown and changed so much in the short time I had known her. Not for the first time, I thought about how excited I was to see the young woman Ellie was becoming now that she could live truthfully. It filled my heart near to bursting…And I’d be lying if I said it didn’t turn me on…just a little.

“Or what?” Her father repeated the question as though it were the most scandalous thing he had ever heard. “I’ll tell you or what.” His finger stabbed at the air in the direction of his daughter. “We are going to take you out of this school and find a proper Christian organization that will know how to set you on the right path. If you don’t shape up you are going to end up in a convent! Don’t think we won’t do it.”

“And how are you going to do that?”

The defiance switched to a kind of mocking casualness. Ellie seemed almost bored. It was a show, of course, but one that irritated her parents to no end.

“We are going to do that by telling you what you are going to do and you are going to listen like a good daughter should,” her mother said in acid tones.

Ellie stroked her chin in an exaggerated fashion. The second ticked by and the impatience on her parent’s faces grew.

“No,” she said finally, “I don’t think I will. And the idea of taking me out of this shithole is hardly the threat you think it is. I’ve already withdrawn after all.”

I didn’t think her mother’s face could grow any redder or the veins in her father’s neck anymore pronounced. Once again, I was wrong.

“Fine then,” her father said and turned his gaze to me, “then your little friend here. I’m sure the administration would be quite interested in learning just who they have attended this school.”

“No dice,” I said with a laugh that only served to make them madder. “I’m in the same boat. I don’t even go here.”

The defeat was written on their faces. Ellie’s whole life they had held the power to command, to demand, to make their daughter do whatever it was that they thought was best. And now…they were powerless. It was more delicious a moment than I could have ever hoped for.

“If you’ll excuse us,” Ellie said and took my hand in hers, “me and my new girlfriend have a new apartment to move into. Lots of unpacking and decorating to do.” She turned to me and smiled. “Let’s go Aubrey.”

We turned and walked back toward the truck. Her parent’s shouted after us, but the blood rushing to my ears drowned out the particulars of whatever they were saying. My heart was pounding. The day seemed brighter than it had just a few moments before. The birds chirping sounded more melodious. The sky was just a little bluer.

Girlfriend, I thought to myself as we walked to my car.

I have a girlfriend.


Chapter 11

The day flew by as box after box was unloaded, unpacked, and put away. The apartment was new and gorgeous. Anything would have been a step up from the dorms, but almost anything would have been a step down from here. I had seen the price tag, but even if I hadn’t it was clear this was not a place I ever would have been able to afford on my own.

By early evening we had managed to create some semblance of order out of the chaos.

“Well,” Ellie said, standing in the middle of the open concept main room and spinning in a circle, “what do we think?”

“Gorgeous,” I said and I wasn’t talking about the apartment.

Ellie blushed. “You know that’s not what I meant.”

I took a step toward her. “You know I don’t care.”

I gave her a peck on the lips, and saw the hunger awaken in her eyes.

“So…” I said. “Girlfriend?”

Her cheeks flushed.

“Oh, that,” Ellie stammered. “I was just trying to throw something in my parents face—Not that I wouldn’t like that, to be your girlfriend I mean and for you to be mine—but, umm, I don’t want to assume. I mean I—”

I kissed her again, but this time it wasn’t a peck. Our lips met and then my tongue slipped inside her mouth. Her eyes went wide then closed tightly. I could feel the vibrations as she let out a small moan. Reluctantly, I pulled away.

“No way,” I said. “No take backs now. You’re my girlfriend and that’s that.”

“I like that,” Ellie said and I could hear the breathlessness in her voice. Her eyes were alive with excitement.

“Me too,” I said, “now it’s been far too long and I need to fuck my girlfriend.”

Ellie practically melted in my arms. I helped steady her as one hand fell to her hips and the other grabbed a handful of her pert backside. I kissed her again. Lips locked, arms intertwined, we stumbled our way toward the bedroom. More than once one of us almost stumbled over a box or something else that had been left on the floor. The place was somewhat together but still mostly chaos and we had eyes only for each other.

The bed was unmade. I groaned as I saw it. Ellie laughed.

“Patience, Aubrey,” Elli said with a shake of her head. “I know you’ve been waiting to have your straight little slut again, but it will take all of five minutes to make the bed!”

“Fine,” I said and huffed, only somewhat jokingly.

I could feel the ache between my legs. I knew I was pent up, built up, horny, but it wasn’t until Ellie had called herself my straight little slut again that it fully hit me. I was soaked in an instant. I needed her more than I had ever needed anyone. Five minutes felt like an eternity.

“I think the sheets are in that box by the door,” I said to Ellie. “Oh, not that one, the one next to—”

“Oh!”

Ellie’s eyes went wide as she opened the box next to the one I had meant. For a moment my mind was blank. What could have gotten that reaction out of her? Then it hit me. Oh god.

Ellie turned back toward me, no longer empty handed.

“Umm, Aubrey…”

In her hand Ellie held a long cylinder of pink plastic  nearly as thick around as her admittedly skinny arms. One end was attached to a belted harness. The other end terminated in a smooth rounded tip.

“Is this what I think it is?” Ellie asked, her voice trembling.

“Do you think it’s a strap-on? If so, yes. Otherwise, no.”

Unsure of exactly how Ellie was taking this, I tried to keep the tone of things light.

“A strap-on?” Ellie’s eyes went wide and I realized just how sheltered of a life she had lived. “So you wear this and then you…Oh”

Ellie trailed off, her face beat red. At first she looked down at her feet as though she were embarrassed, but her gaze shifted subtly and I could tell that she was fascinated by the toy she held in her hand. I took a step toward her, put my hand on her hand that was holding the toy. Our eyes met.

“I could explain it to you,” I said with a mischievous smile, “but, I think a demonstration would be far more effective.”

“A demonstration?” Ellie’s eyes were burning with excitement, like she couldn’t believe her luck. She nodded mutely.

“What about the bed?” I teased.

Ellie paused for a moment, looked back at the unmade bed.

“Fuck the bed,” she said, then looked back at me. “On second thought, why don’t you just fuck me instead.”

This time it was my turn to be caught off guard as Ellie kissed me passionately. We made out as we frantically undressed one another. I was even more turned on now, if such a thing were even possible. Seeing that Ellie’s impatience matched my own was a massive turn on and ego boost. Adding to that the prospect of using the toy on her and I was practically dripping.

A few moments later, we stood face to face in our birthday suits. I gave Ellie’s body a once over. It wasn’t my first time seeing it, but it had been too long and besides, this view would never get old. I was shocked anew when her heaving tits sprang into view, heavy and pert and perfect. I took one in my mouth even before Ellie had her shirt over her head. Playfully, she chided me.

“Hey now!” Ellie chirped as she pulled her shirt over her head and tossed it to the floor. “I wasn’t ready for that.”

“And what about now?” I asked as I did it again.

“Oh,” Ellie cooed. “Yea, now works.”

We were both far too impatient now to make the bed. Ellie unceremoniously threw a sheet over the bare mattress with a  shrug.

“Better than nothing,” she said.

My smile couldn’t have been any bigger. She wanted this as badly as I did. And it was driving me absolutely wild.

She hopped on the bed, patted the mattress next to her.

“Come on in,” she said, “the waters warm.”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

“Now, now. Don’t be so impatient. I need to get this on first.”

“Oh,” Ellie said, sheepishly. “Definitely do that.”

Not one to disappoint, I stepped into the harness and cinched it around my waist. This strap-on had a second smaller protrusion on the inside pressing against my clit and resting against my soaked lips. I shuddered. Each time I thrust into Ellie, I would be getting it just as good as I gave it. With any luck I could fuck us both into a stupor. I wiggled my hips luxuriating as part of the smaller inner dildo slipped its way between my lips.

“We are going to have some fun, Ellie.”

Ellie’s eyes were glued to the silicon dildo now thrusting from between my legs. She licked her lips as I approached the bed, climbed onto it, and then onto her. I took her arms and pinned them at her sides.

Ellie looked shocked and for a moment I thought I might have overstepped.

“Yes!” Ellie half-moaned, half-shouted. “I love it when you're rough with me like that. I want you to fuck me like the little slut I am, Aubrey.”

Ellie’s words had about as much effect as the toy pressing against my clit. My whole body felt her words, but the throb in my clit was so intense I saw spots flashing into my vision. I couldn’t hold out any longer and I was only too happy to give Ellie what she wanted.

She was soaked as I pressed the head of the dildo against her pussy lips. I could see her wetness glistening there as the toy pushed its way into, stretching Ellie’s tight innocent pussy to the max.

“Holy fuck!” Ellie screamed in delight. “That fucking stretch! Holy shit.”

Ellie’s eyes were wide, her mouth open as she bucked her hips into me. I thrust again and watched as more of the toy disappeared into her. I felt, too, the toy on my side rub against my clit as the shaft sunk into my pussy. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, dizziness overwhelming me as I tried to balance my own pleasure with Ellie’s. I thrust again. Both of us moaned so loudly, I couldn’t help but wonder if our neighbors above or below might hear. But I couldn’t have cared less.

“More, please!” Ellie whimpered, begged. “I need to take that whole fucking thing.”

Given the length and Ellie’s size that seemed implausible. That didn’t mean we couldn’t give it a try. I thrust again, steadying myself as I did, building a rhythm that felt good for both of us, without overwhelming me so much that I couldn’t keep fucking Ellie. I put her legs over my shoulders and wrapped my arms around her, grabbing her firm ass and pulling her into me as I fucked her faster and harder with each thrust. The change of position put slightly less pressure on my clit, allowing me to keep a clear head while I pounded Ellie’s perfect pussy.

Soon enough, she was speaking in tongues. Ellie’s whole body shook, nearly convulsing, each time I thrust the toy inside her. As I continued to fuck her, her hands reached up and played with my tits. I loved the feel and the sight of Ellie’s hands on tits. She groped them roughly, squeezing them and kneading them between her hands. Her fingers swirled circles around my nipple, teasing them, flicking them, driving me crazy.

“I love when you play with my tits,” I said, punctuating my sentence with a powerful thrust that sunk nearly three fourths of the massive dildo into Ellie’s tight little pussy.

“That makes two of us,” Ellie moaned, her hips bucking against mine, trying to fuck herself silly on the dildo, trying to take the whole thing in. “God, I’m so fucking full. I can’t believe i—HOLY FUCK.”

Ellie’s half closed eyes shot open as I thrust again and this time the whole thing disappeared inside of her. There was a jarring stop as the head of the dildo slammed against Ellie’s cervix, causing the toy on the inside of the harness to slam into me. The world went white for a minute as I felt Ellie frantically pawing at my tits. Then she leaned her head up and took one nipple in her mouth, moaning onto it as she wiggled her hips on the dildo that had fully impaled her. I could tell from the quickened pace of her breathing that she was close.

“That’s a good little straight girl,” I said, putting one hand behind Ellie’s head and forcing her mouth down onto my nipple, burying her face in my tits.

From the way Ellie’s body responded, I could tell that she appreciated the roughness. I slammed into her again and again. As fast and as hard and as rough as I could. And then she came, her hips undulating wildly as she struggled to match the pace of my thrusts. I kept her head pinned against my tits, loving the sensation as she moaned around my nipple. My own clit was engorged and throbbing now, perilously close to sending me spinning into an orgasm of my own, but I already knew how I wanted to cum and I wanted Ellie to do it. So I clenched my teeth and fought against it as Ellie came for me, hard.

As the orgasm shook her body, I continued my relentless fucking.

“That’s my good slut. Cum for me Ellie,” I growled into her ear as I kissed my way down her neck.

When I knew she couldn’t take anymore, I finally relented. Slowly, I slid the toy out of her, taking great care not to set myself off in the process. I loved letting my pleasure build and build and then let it diffuse just a bit, getting closer and closer each time until when I finally came the orgasm shattered my world. Looking down at Ellie’s glistening and naked body, I knew I could only tease myself for so long. I needed release. And soon.

Ellie was still lost in her own post-orgasmic world as I slid off the bed and grabbed a chair from the desk on the other side of the room. I put it at the side of the bed and took a seat. Ellie propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me questioningly.

“I’m gonna need my girlfriend over here on her knees, right now.”

I kept my eyes locked with Ellie, not willing to be the first to blink or look away. I saw the lump in her throat as she swallowed. Then she smiled and raced to comply. She nearly fell out of the bed as she attempted to clamor out of it. In a moment, she was on her knees in front of me, looking up at me from between my legs. Her teeth were chattering!

“Nervous?” I asked with a wink. I ran my fingers through her silky blonde hair, grabbed a handful. “Don’t worry, babe. Just let go. I’m going to take control of this one.”

The fire in Ellie’s eyes was the only answer I needed. With my free hand I spread my lips, exposing my swollen clit. I guided her head down between my legs and watched, breathless, as her tongue found my clit.

I had never felt anything better. Ellie attacked my clit like she had been born to do it. For someone who had never eaten another girl out, I was baffled by Ellie’s oral skill. Maybe it was how many times I had touched myself imagining a situation that was finally happening, maybe it was how built I was after the last week. Maybe even it was that I had never before been eaten out by someone I had feelings for like this. Whatever the reason, I melted into a puddle as Ellie buried her face between my legs and ate me for lunch.

It had barely been a minute when I felt myself cumming. The orgasm hit like a ton of bricks. Following my lead, Ellie didn’t let up as I announced that I was coming. She pushed her face deeper between my legs, her tongue drinking in every last drop as she explored my folds, teased my clit, and sent me hurtling toward the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced.

When it was over Ellie looked almost disappointed. The scene on her face was obscene. A mix of saliva and my juices covered her chin. I pulled her up to me, kissed her aggressively, relishing the taste of my own juices on her lips.

“How was that?” Ellie asked. Her smile spoke of naughty things.

“Amazing,” I answered breathlessly, truthfully, “if that’s how good you are at eating me out the very first time, I can’t wait to see how much better you get.”

“Practice makes perfect, right?” Ellie said with a grin and then, “No time like the present?”

“Oh, Ellie,” I moaned as she sank back down to her knees and buried her tongue between my legs.


Epilogue

My hands threaded their way through Ellie’s lustrous blonde hair, yanking her ponytail back. I kissed the exposed skin on her neck, begged her to cum for me as I fucked her from behind with the strap-on. It had been two weeks in our new apartment and besides unpacking and eating, we had spent almost all our time fucking like rabbits.

Call it the honeymoon faze, call it horny teenage hormones. Whatever you wanted to call it, the reality was that those two weeks were a veritable bacchanal of sapphic debauchery. I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to not be at least a little sore between my legs. Nothing too painful, but that dull sweet ache that comes after days of relentless fucking. Ellie was practically limping around the apartment. At least when she wasn’t otherwise being my perfect little straight slut.

“Cum for me,” I whispered into Ellie’s ear and just like that she did.

“Yes, Aubrey! Don’t stop. Yes, yes, ohhhhhhh fuuuuck!”

Afterwards, she shook her head in disbelief.

“How do you do that?” she asked.

“Do what?” I asked, playing coy.

What she was asking me, was how I knew just when and what to say to set her off, but I wanted to hear her say it.

“How do you make me feel so good with just a few words?”

“Well,” I said, “I think there was a bit more than just a few words.”

She rolled her eyes and punched me playful on the arm. Her tits jiggled as she did.

“Ugh!” she groaned in mock exasperation. “My eyes are up here.”

“Couldn’t help myself,” I said sheepishly.

“Do you even like me?” she asked jokingly. “Or do you love my tits?”

“Oh, I like you plenty,” I said and then everything suddenly came together in a single moment and I knew what I wanted to say next.

“In fact, Ellie,” and now my eyes were on hers, “I love you.”

After the time we had spent together, it had grown rarer that I could surprise Ellie or leave her speechless, but that left her frozen like a deer in headlights.

The pause then felt like the longest moment of my life. A million memories flashed before my eyes. Too fast for them to be anything but vague shapes: the shame and the guilt and what that school had put us through, the moment I realized that I liked the girls, and the moment I first kissed Ellie, the first time we saw each other naked, and when I helped her smuggle herself into my dorm room. I saw flashes of us telling her parents what was what. I flushed as I remembered the first time Ellie made me cum.

It all felt surreal. How could this be my life? Only a few weeks ago, I would have told you that I wanted none of it, would have been shocked to learn how quickly I could throw away the life that I knew for a girl that I didn’t. Only that wasn’t true; I did know Ellie. It wasn’t just about the time we had spent together. Trauma and hardship certainly had a way of accelerating things, but there was more to it than that. Ellie felt like my other half. There was no other way for it to make sense. We played off each other like yin and yang, not the same as one another, but we needed one another. Two halves of the same whole.

I should have been terrified of what was coming next. I had left school without a degree. I had no job and neither of us had yet decided what came next. Maybe another school in the fall, or maybe we would look for jobs. There was a lot to figure out and I couldn’t believe how calm I felt about it all. But when I looked in Ellie’s eyes it was obvious why. I had her by my side and if I had that, nothing else mattered. The only thing I was terrified of was what Ellie would say next.

The smile that crept across Ellie’s face was so wide, my own cheeks protested in sympathy.

“I love you too, Aubrey,” she said, blushing.

We sat in silence for a moment, our naked bodies intertwined.

“So…” Ellie said at last. “What’s next?”

“I don’t know,” I said and I kissed her again. “And I don’t care. This right here is all I need.”

Nothing else mattered.

Ellie was finally mine.

THE END


Seduced by the Straight Girl

Ashley Halladay


Chapter 1

“I think I must have sensed it,” Nora said from behind reddened puffy eyes.

I was still in shock.

“By the end,” she continued, “I was already somewhere else. We both were. When I found him in bed with her, it felt more like confirmation than any real surprise.”

Her referred to their next door neighbor. A buxom nineteen year old that Nora had found her husband of eight years in bed with. She had filed for divorce the next day.

Nora spoke like a hollowed out shell of herself, her voice carrying no other tone but defeat.

“Not like I can really blame him, I guess,” Nora said bitterly. “You’ve seen her.”

That I had. Nora and I were in our late twenties, as was her husband Mark. I wasn’t one to go for younger women, certainly not ones nearly a decade my junior, but it was obvious that the girl was a looker. In fact, she was an absolute bombshell. From a physical perspective, I could certainly understand why Mark would be tempted. But that didn’t make it any less acceptable that he had actually done it.

“You absolutely can blame him,” I said, deciding to keep the focus on him. I didn’t think it would be all that helpful for me to agree with her that the woman who had broken up her marriage was in fact incredibly attractive.

“Oh, come on,” Nora said, shaking her head. “She’s gorgeous.”

Tears cut paths across her cheek, racing each other down her face. One clung just below her eye, beading into a drop that caught the light. Without thinking, I reached over with a thumb and brushed the tear away.

“So are you—” I said, and then realizing what I had done, pulled back my hand. “Sorry, I, uh, don’t know why I did that.”

I watched as Nora’s eyes grew wider for a moment, the first signs of life I had seen all day blooming into view. It might have been from the crying, but I thought her cheeks reddened as she glanced away from me.

“Don’t worry about it,” she said, her voice sounding different than it had before.

My own face was hot and I’m sure I was blushing as badly, even worse than she was. Not from any attraction or tension, but out of embarrassment.

“God,” I said, never being one to leave something well enough alone. “You probably think I’m so weird.” That was enough. Stop talking. “You probably think I’m trying to hit on you. Like that’s been my plan all along. Yep, I’ve been playing the long game. Waiting for a moment of vulnerability so I can finally seduce my lifelong straight best friend.”

It was meant as a joke, but I cringed even as the words left my mouth. What the fuck is wrong with me today?

Nora’s mouth narrowed as she pursed her lips. Her eyes blinked away tears; her whole demeanor seemed suddenly different. There was a mystery written on her face as a slow smile crept across her face. I felt a chill go through me.

“Nora?” I waved a hand in front of her face. First once and then again. The second time she seemed to snap to, shaking her head to clear whatever trance had come upon her.

“Sorry,” she said, still smiling. “Sorry.” The laughter in her voice seemed out of place for her apology. “I was just thinking about…something. Sorry, Mia, I have to go.”

I was too taken aback to say anything as Nora stood abruptly, said a quick goodbye, and left me sitting in my living room wondering what the hell had just happened.


Chapter 2

After that, the waves of embarrassment didn’t stop coming. That night and in the days that followed, I kept replaying the conversation with Nora, still in disbelief that I had put my foot in my mouth so badly. I mean, making jokes about being into my best friend, while she is trying to talk to me about her divorce? Classy.

Nora and I had been friends since before we were even old enough to remember. In our diapers and our cribs, we had gotten to know each other. Our parents lived next door to each other, and both our moms were homemakers, and so we grew up together. In every way and for every moment, big and small we grew up together. She was always there for me and I was always there for her. For most of the time growing up, it hadn’t even felt like we had two separate lives. All of that had changed after highschool.

Not the part about being best friends. But about having the same life. We visited, applied to, and were accepted by the same school. I don’t even remember being overly excited when we found out; it was already factored in, already expected. We would room together in college, major in the same subject, study abroad together, get internships and then jobs at the same company, move to the same city and be roommates there, and, and, and…When you are young it is so easy to believe the stories you tell yourself about the future. But real life has a way of changing plans for you.

And when our room assignments came, there was a mistake: Nora and I were not going to be living together. We fought it, or, at least, I did. I spent hours talking to Student Life, the Dean, the Provost, whoever would take my call really. I got nowhere.

“Maybe it’s for the best.”

That was the moment my whole world shifted. It was like being stabbed in the chest. I couldn’t speak, couldn’t breathe, the room was spinning.

For the best. Even now, a decade later, no salve could soothe the wound that those words had caused. Perhaps a scar had formed, slowly, and imperfectly. Uncomfortable, was the word to describe it. At best, that was the truce that I had reached with it. Nora had wanted to spread her wings, to meet new people, and experience new things.

“It won’t change anything,” she told me.

And it didn’t. It changed everything.

The first clue that things would be different was when Nora wouldn’t stop talking about Stephanie, her new roommate. Stephanie was just so interesting, oh and funny, and she was super smart. She was going to play basketball for the school and she already knew a bunch of people on the team, upperclassmen, and even some people from her highschool who were older. Stephanie would be our connection and would get us into all the parties and the most exclusive social circles. One of her good friends was in one of the most exclusive sororities and that meant we had a good chance of getting in and wasn’t that just wonderful?

It all sounded…truly awful. Nora and I had hardly been social outcasts in school, but we had never been, nor wanted to be, part of the popular crowd. We were odd, we were quirky, and most of all we did our own thing. I tried to explain that to Nora, but she patiently explained to me that all that was so high school.

“It’ll be good to try new things in college,” Nora said. “We don’t want to just stay the same two codependent people we’ve been all our lives.”

Codependent. Another word that still stung all these years later. I had always thought that people would kill for what we had. A true best friend, a true partner in crime. But it turned out Nora didn’t quite feel the same way about what we had. I felt cheap, used, discarded. I hadn’t realized there was anything wrong with our friendship, anything wrong with our lives. I had thought that college was going to be a new chapter in the same story. Nora was hoping for a different story altogether.

And so we drifted, not apart, but further from one another than we had been. In college, we were still best friends, but while Nora made friends here and there and everywhere, I struggled to be anything other than Nora’s tag along, her odd best friend that people always looked questioningly at. The looks on their faces always asked Who is that? And the whispers followed me. Oh that? That’s Nora’s friend from back home. I guess she just feels sorry for her.

I’m sure no one ever said something like that where Nora could hear them. I know she wouldn’t have taken that kindly. We hung out, just the two of us, but not like before. Not like the old days.

It was even worse when she met Mark. It had been bad enough to have so many other people competing for Nora’s attention. But at least then I could still tell myself that I was her best friend. I still occupied an important and singular position in her life. But a boyfriend? I couldn’t compete with that.

The jealousy was poisonous. I disliked Mark from the start and everything about him: the way he talked, the way he dressed, the kinds of people he hung out with. He was the epitome of everything I hated about the new part of Nora’s life. He was popular and cool and painfully boring, the way all her glitzy friends were. He was the president of his frat, the ringleader of a group of trained monkeys that followed him around and treated him like their king. Shallow as plates and even less interesting, they were all concerned with little more than ‘getting lit’ or ‘getting turnt’ or even ‘getting schwasty with it’, whatever the fuck any of that was supposed to mean.

After months, it eventually led to one of the few fights that Nora and I had ever had. Mark had come up wasted from a party one night and gotten into it with Nora over nothing at all. Just yelling, but that was enough for me. When she told me the story, I let my opinions of Mark—and maybe a few other people she was close with—out into the open. I don’t know what I was expecting really, but to say it didn’t go well would be an understatement.

Nora told me that I didn’t get it. Maybe if I found someone who was into me I would understand how love changed things. Love, ugh barf. Whatever feelings Nora had for Mark, I was quite certain love wasn’t one of them. That she didn’t realize the same was more than a little concerning.

The whole thing resulted in a shouting match right in the hallway outside her sorority suite. Both of us said some things we would rather not have said, raised our voices a little more than was ideal, but we had managed to keep things more or less above the belt. It seemed like things were winding down, both of us getting close to just agreeing to disagree. It was at that moment that one of her sorority sisters decided to open a can of worms.

“Oh just stop, Mia. We all know what this is really about,” One of them shouted. Over the years, the memory of them all has sort of melded into a single annoying person.

“What this is really about?” I turned toward the sound of the voice, my rage birthed anew, ready to set its sights on whomever it was that thought interrupting us was a good idea.

“This isn’t about what Mark said or did. This is about you being in love with Nora.”

The whole world went still. There were other people that day, I remember. Other people out there in the hallway. Our shouts had drawn a crowd. But after those words were spoken, my whole memory goes hazy, shapeless. Everything becomes unclear and all I can remember is standing there, the three of us, looking back and forth between each other. What happened next I only remember from the stories that I heard after.

Nora lit into the girl. I wish I could remember it because apparently it was a sight to see. She dressed her down five different ways and still wasn’t done. By the time the whole thing was over, the poor girl was in tears, or, at least, that was the version of the story I chose to believe.

That was easiest. I could focus on how my best friend had stepped in and defended me from those baseless accusations. Because they were baseless…

They were…weren’t they?


Chapter 3

It’s such an obvious trope, such an obvious punchline that it becomes background noise. I’m not the first lesbian to have a straight best friend. Certainly not the first lesbian to ever have a straight best friend that someone spread rumors about. Hell, even if I was into my straight best friend, even if I had a confusing feeling about her, I would hardly be the first for that either. Especially given how we had grown up together. We had been close since before I even knew my sexuality. It was only to be expected that a few errant fantasies had popped up one time or another. That was perfectly normal, wasn’t it?

When I went to bed those thoughts were on my mind. Those same thoughts were waiting for me when I got up. It had been years since I had felt this way, years since the thought of Nora in any way that was even remotely romantic had even entered into my conscious brain.

Or…well, that wasn’t entirely true. Sometimes, late at night or when I was in a particular mood, I have to admit that Nora had a habit of popping into my…daydreams. It was never like I set out to fantasize about my straight best friend and all the filthy things that we could do together. Usually, it just sort of happened and was always a surprise. It could be weeks or months between appearances and it was usually a one and done kind of thing.

But that was always contained, cordoned off from my real life. I hadn’t had to contend with these kinds of doubts in a long time. Not since that day on the hall, when Nora had stood up for me.

I remembered and focused on Nora being there for me because I didn’t want to focus on anything else. There was a part of me that hated what that girl had said. But did that part of me hate it because it wasn’t true…or because it was?

A decade ago, when it had happened, that question had haunted me. For weeks afterwards, it was all I could think about. Even months later that fear would pop into my head unbidden and leave me puzzled and anxious for days. But I had managed, eventually, to put that behind me and move on with my life.

Until the other day. Until the divorce.

It started that day, the day that Nora told me and the day I put my foot in my mouth with a dumb joke about being into her. It was exactly the kind of joke I very intentionally never made. Not back in highschool when I first realized my sexuality and definitely not later on in college, especially not after I found out that that very idea was apparently a very funny joke to Nora, or at least to her friends.

My own doubts crept in. Why had I decided after all this time to make that joke? From the outside looking in, it was hard not to read into that. But I wasn’t into Nora and I certainly wasn’t in love with her. I couldn’t be. Maybe if that had been all there was, I could have let it slide, but Nora had reacted oddly. Not oddly as in good or oddly as in bad, but oddly as in strange, mysteriously.

Her whole demeanor had changed. Angry, bitter, and upset one minute and the next it was like someone had flipped a switch. And after that I couldn’t read her. Was she upset? Annoyed?

I considered those possibilities and discarded them. They might still be true but if they were, a few apologies would settle it. Nora and I had never managed to stay mad at each other for long.

No, what I spent my time worrying about was why I had said what I said. And why Nora’s reaction had been so odd. Deep down, somewhere, what terrified me was the possibility that it wasn’t just a joke and that Nora’s reaction was because she saw that.

Saw through years of friendship and support, saw through the facades and the barriers that I had built even against my own self knowledge. It wasn’t possible, was it?

If I liked Nora, then I was in for a world of hurt. It would throw a wrench not just in my life, but in hers as well, and at precisely the time when she didn’t need that.

Something else worried me, something deeper, something darker and more forbidden. It was the kind of thing you didn’t even let your mind consciously think. It was too dangerous. Instead, it popped up here and there unbidden, lurking in the recesses of my mind, waiting to surprise me.

What worried me more than anything was the possibility that not only had Nora not taken my comments as a joke, but that she liked them.

What I was more worried about than anything else in the world, was that I secretly had feelings for my best friend…and that she did too.


Chapter 4

I didn’t see Nora for another four days, which, for us, was an eternity. Text messages were left on read, or eventually responded to with a thumbs up or a single emoji. The divorce, Nora explained, was taking all her time, along with all the logistical challenges. Mark was still at the house as was Nora, neither one of them willing, at first, to cede ground.

By the end of the week, though, Nora must have cracked. My phone buzzed and Nora’s name appeared. I kept my expectations in check. I expected another short, perfunctory greeting, or generic description of her day, instead I found this.

Hey Mia, sorry for being so scatterbrained this week. I’ve been trying to keep my head above water, but I think I’m fucking drowning now. I can’t spend another night under the same roof as this asshat. Any chance I could stay with you for a few days, week tops? Just until I get things sorted.

My fingers were already texting a response before I had finished reading the message. My best friend was in need and I was ready to leap into action.

Is that all this is? A voice asked me.

I stopped short, leaving a reply half-written floundering there. I looked at it, erased it, and then I took a deep breath. I’ve never been one for the whole mindfulness and meditation crap. Nothing against it; I’m jealous of the people it works for. But I’ve always been too anxious and antsy to ever get myself to sit still for long enough to do any good. But right now that was what I needed.

I took another breath and then another, trying to just be, to just feel and to let the answers come to me.

What did I feel? Anxiety, excitement, concern. That all made sense. And what else? Confusion, anger, arousal… Well that made sense to–Wait, arousal? The word had popped into my head unbidden and it was of course so out of place that I should have laughed. Would have laughed, that is, if it really had been out of left field.

“Oh no,” I whispered to myself, panic setting in. “Keep it in your pants, Mia! Now is not the time for life altering revelations that you are secretly in love with your best friend.”

Luckily, that did the trick. In a flash all my problems were solved. Pack it in. We can all go home.

If only.

I still didn’t know exactly what I wanted to say, but, worried that my delay was becoming conspicuous, I texted Nora back. Of course she could come and stay with me. For a few days, for a few weeks or longer if that's what it took. No matter how much I had called all of this when it came to Mark, now was not the time for I-told-you-so. Maybe later, down the road, when things had settled down I could get my shots in and explain to Nora just how right I had been. It was a nice thought, no matter how much of a fantasy I knew it to be. I wouldn’t say anything. The same as always.

Nora texted back almost immediately.

Thank you so much, babe. I owe you big time. Promise I’ll make it worth your while ;)

My heart thumped in my chest. My eyes bulged in their sockets. Breathe, Mia, breathe!

Babe was whatever. We called each other that all the time. Owing me big time was likewise nothing new. We owed favors, traded favors, called them in when we needed something. It all just came with the territory when you have a friendship nearly as old as you are. But that last sentence stuck in my mind, echoed there, bounced off the walls again and again, as though I were replaying it in my mind. Maybe out of disbelief. Or maybe…I liked the way it made me feel. And that terrified me to no end.

I’m misreading this, I told myself. But how couldI be? Make it worth my while? What innocent explanation was I supposed to find for that? Was it even possible that there was one?

Nora would be over that evening. If there was an innocent explanation, I would find out about it then. But if there weren’t…

Well, that would be interesting too.


Chapter 5

Nora’s dress did very little to make things easier.

I had been friends with Nora for two entire decades and most of a third. I knew her style, knew what she wore for a casual night in like I knew what she wore for a wild night out. I could guess which blouse she would pick if she had a job interview and which dress she would pick for a wedding, ceremony and reception. I knew her wardrobe as well as I knew my own, which made sense given how often we swapped clothes.

The dress that Nora was wearing when she showed up at my front door was not one I had ever seen before…And what a dress it was!

Nora had always preferred conservative, elegant looks, but the little black dress she was wearing now would have been more fitting in a club in South Beach than it was on my doorstep. Nora had always had an incredible body. Even without my own confused feelings, that was something anyone would have noticed. But in that dress, it was otherworldly.

“Hellooo, Mia?” Nora waved her hand in front of my face. She wore a knowing smile. “Something got you distracted?”

Despite myself, I couldn’t help but glance down at her chest once more before answering. My cheeks were flushed and it took a great deal of effort not to look like I was drooling.

“My eyes are up here,” Nora joked and the lightness in her tone did something to diffuse the tension.

I felt my shoulders relax.

“Well can you blame me?” I ask, making an exaggerated gesture at her chest. “What exactly are you wearing, girl?”

My cheeks were still hot as I struggled to determine whether I had pulled off the joking, lighthearted tone that I was hoping for. I waited, seconds ticking by, to see how Nora would respond. God,I thought to myself, I really need to get out of my own head.

Nora smiled that same knowing, enigmatic smile again, just for a second before it vanished, replaced by her normal friendly grin.

“Had a meeting with the lawyer this afternoon and most of my clothes are already packed. Stopped at the outlets this morning and picked up this number so that I had something appropriate to wear.”

Appropriate. Nora’s tone and demeanor were convincing in a way that her story was not. Okay, sure, she’s packing things up, maybe moving. That’s fair. Some stuff is in boxes. Fine. Maybe even all her clothes. Wouldn’t be like Nora, but maybe I could buy it.

What I could not buy was that this woman had bought that dress because she thought it was appropriate. No, she was good. I could give her that much. But that was when I knew for sure: Nora was up to something. And I had a pretty good idea what it was.

But no matter what the situation, I was resolved not to be the first one to call attention to it. Partly because I was only 99.9% certain that Nora was into me, but mostly because, even if she was, I didn’t know what that meant.

Like I’ve said, it’s not that the thought never crossed my mind. And on paper it was hard to imagine a better match. Nora had the brains, the looks, a stellar career, and likely had even more money coming in because of the divorce. Mark came from money, lots of it, and to hear Nora tell it, very little of it was protected by the pre-nup.

I know. Woe is me! A beautiful woman interested in me that I get along with perfectly? And what’s that? Oh, she’s also rich? My life was sooo difficult.

But jokes aside, what it looked like on paper aside, this was not an idle daydream, not some fantasy or a lark. This was real life. My life. Her life. Our lives. And for almost all of our lives, we had been inseparable. The very best of friends. What if, in trying for more, we lost it all?

The thought of it made me sick to my stomach. Besides, Nora had no idea what she was doing. Just imagine what kind of mental space she must have been in after finding her husband in bed with another woman. Her whole life had been turned upside down. She was adrift, alone, vulnerable. To take her actions at face value would almost be the same as taking advantage of her…right?

All that and more was on my mind as I helped Nora get settled. She had brought two small suitcases and one monstrous sized duffel bag.

“Weird to think,” she said once we had stacked her luggage at the foot of the guest bed, “that everything important to me fits right there.”

“Ummm, excuse me,” I said playfully, “what about me? I’m important, aren’t I?”

It had been meant to lighten the mood, to take her mind off what had happened, instead the joke fell stillborn into an uncomfortable silence. Slowly, I felt Nora’s gaze shift to me. My own face turned, slowly. Our eyes met.

The unspoken tension of that moment floored me. I felt a stab of panic as years and decades of denial and repression were stripped away. All it took was that smile. Shy and small and mysterious, it felt like an invitation and a promise. It spoke of soft and gentle things and of things that were decidedly not gentle. A whole story was contained in that smile. And in that moment I knew that that story was ours, or at least could be. All I had to do was reach out and take it.

“Well,” I said abruptly, fear providing the douse of coldwater that I needed to avoid doing something monumentally stupid. “I’ll let you get settled. I’m off to take a shower before bed. Of course, you know where everything is.”

I turned to step away, but found Nora’s arm wrapping themselves around me, pulling me into a hug. This is it, I thought, foolishly. This is the moment when Nora is going to make her move. My eyes closed against the sensation of her body meeting mine. I waited for what came next: Nora’s lips on mine, tongues tangled, hands and mouths and fingertips exploring each other’s bodies, discovering what it meant to feel good, and—

“Ummm, Mia?”

Nora’s questioning voice snapped me back to reality. My arms were still around Nora whose arms had fallen to her side. Nora was pressed tightly against me, wrapped up in my unconscious bear hug.

“Having a little trouble breathing,” Nora coughed. She laughed as I released her.

“Sorry about that,” I said, blushing hard—and not entirely from embarrassment. “I’m just so glad you’re here. I know things have been awful, but they are going to get better.”

Nora nodded absentmindedly. Her eyes were looking at me, but I sensed they were seeing something else.

“Yes,” she said as though offering her decision on some debate that had played out only in her mind. “Things are going to get much better. And maybe sooner than either of us think.”

I meant to head straight for the shower, but my thoughts distracted me. I had never been more confused in my life. And about so many things: what I wanted, if I had feelings, what Nora wanted and if she did too. Had I read too much into a few odd glances and suggestives turns of phrase? The little incident with the hug suggested so. Nora wasn’t into me, couldn’t be. It was so obvious I couldn’t help but laugh as I entered the bathroom and closed the door behind me. My mind was so frazzled I realized I had already turned the water on when I had made my way back from the guest room to my own. Steam billowed out from the shower, filling the room until the mirrors fogger. A hot shower would set my mind right. A little relaxation and some time to decompress.

Unbidden my mind flashed back to Nora in her dress. I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach as butterflies took flight, flapping in a jumbled and angry bother that made me nearly sick to my stomach. Nora might not be into me, I thought, but it sure looks like I’m into her. Even if it was just at a physical level, this kind of attraction to Nora was new to me.

Not that the thought had never crossed my mind. Nora was hot and I was into girls. It was the kind of thing you couldn’t completely control. But now it felt like no control. This wasn’t a little attraction. This wasn’t, Oh, hey Nora is kinda cute. This was a deep ache, a longing, and lust—primal, ferocious, and animalistic. I didn’t just want Nora in that moment. I needed her. Needed to see the perfect body barely hidden beneath the contours of that little black dress. Needed to feel it pressed against mine.

Nothing was on my mind but the thought of Nora’s naked body. When I opened the shower curtain and came face to face with it, I thought I was hallucinating.

“Mia!” Nora shouted and jumped, nearly slipping on the slick floor of the shower. “Ummm, the shower is occupied.”

My mind went blank. The only thing I had been thinking of was now directly in front of me, so my brain had apparently decided it could duck out for a few minutes. Leave me to sort things on my own.

“I…” There were a lot of things I should have said, would have said, if I had not been so completely gobsmacked by the nude goddess standing in front of me.

Nora was gorgeous and that I had always known. We’re girls anyways. It’s not like there had never been a quick change in front of each other while getting ready for this party or that event. I’d see her in her underwear more times than I could count and even topless a time or two. So, objectively I knew what to expect. But context plays such a crucial role in how we interpret things. And after all that had happened, it was like seeing Nora for the very first time.

The way the water ran in streams down her shoulders and neck, spilling in little rivulets and rivers that sluiced over her olive skin, tucked themselves between her breasts and ran across her toned stomach. She was breathtaking.

“Mia?”

I realized I was staring, probably drooling too. I shook my head, adjusted my gaze up to Nora’s face.

“Sorry,” I said weakly. “I—” I trailed off, shrugged.

Nora’s eyebrows rocketed to her hairline.

“What’s wrong—” the question was only half formed when I felt the warm, wet air against my bare chest. I looked down to see my towel, slipping its way silently to the floor, knocked loose by my shrug.

“Oh my god!” I screamed as I hurriedly picked up the towel and wrapped it back around myself. And then suddenly, my brain started functioning again. “Jesus, Nora. I am so sorry. My mind is just a mess today. I had no idea you were in here. I thought I had already turned the water on and I should have realized—I mean it should have been obvious—”

I don’t know if she knew what she was doing, but as I babbled, Nora reached out a single finger and placed it gently against my lips, silencing me. A surge of electricity arced out from where her skin met my mine and my whole body came alive.

“It’s okay,” she whispered and it was hard not to imagine the husky tones of lust in her voice. Or was I imagining it at all? She smirked at me, her eyes holding my gaze. “Well,” she said, “at least I know that post-divorce, I’ve still got it.”

Her finger was still on my lips. Those words sent a jolt through me. I was a puddle. I could feel the heat between my legs, imagined what it would be like for Nora to take that finger, trace a path down my neck, making lines across my collarbone, before heading lower, between the swell of my breasts. I wanted her, needed her to touch me, to put her hand between my legs, to feel the heat and the wetness and the arousal that was all because of her.

I’m not sure what I was waiting for, what I expected. For her to say, “well, since you’re here, why don’t you join me?” And then cue, hot passionate lesbian sex? Sadly that kind of porn logic is rare in real life, especially in the moments that you need it—or want it—the most.

The moment lingered and then Nora’s finger dropped. I mumbled another apology and turned on my heels and fled.


Chapter 6

I hid in my room for the rest of the night. The next morning I awoke to a knock.

“Winminnit!” I shouted, the corner of my pillow still halfway in my mouth. I spit it out and tried again. “One minute!”

It was Nora, obviously, but I was still half asleep and pushed away the covers without much thought to the previous night. I was still rubbing the sleep from my eyes when I opened the door. The moment I saw the surprise on Nora’s face, I realized my mistake: I was topless!

It was how I always slept and had for years. Just more comfortable that way. There was certainly nothing meant to be lewd about it, but standing in the doorway, tits out for the whole world to see—okay, just Nora, but you know—that seemed like a hard and awkward argument to make.

Oh no, Nora, I imagined myself saying, I know I made inappropriate comments about being into you and then ‘accidentally’ barged in on you in the shower, but these right here? Oh, that’s just about comfort. Don’t mind my tits. Definitely no pattern to my behavior here.

I thought of other things to say. Most of them sounded even more insane. Thankfully, Nora saved me.

“Well, good morning to you!” Her laugh was light and airy and helped to diffuse the awkward tension of the whole thing. “And good morning to you girls too!”

She looked down at my chest as she said the second part. I felt the blood rush to my cheeks. If I had wanted to crawl into a hole and die before—well, now I wasn’t even sure what I wanted to do to get away from the situation.

“I guess fair is fair,” Nora said, acting as though this whole situation was the most casual thing in the world. She brushed past me, walking into the room and took a seat on the corner of the bed. “A flashing for a flashing!”

I was glad at least that Nora seemed to be taking things in stride, making a joke out of the awkwardness, but I was still more than a little confused. What was she doing here? Why was she in my room now sitting on my bed after I had answered the door topless? The fog of sleepiness still hung heavy in my brain, but I didn’t think it was just that. The situation, from an objective standpoint, was more or less ridiculous.

“Nora, what is going on?”

I tried to keep the tone in my voice light, but I was concerned. This wasn’t normal. I was concerned about the situation generally, but mostly about her. She wasn’t acting like herself. She was just a few days past the painful end of a painful marriage. It was a delicate position to be in. Anyone might lose it. Even if only a little.

Nora sighed and the levity in her demeanor vanished.

“You know, when I caught them together, do you know what my first thought was?”

There was something bitter and sardonic in her tone. I felt it better to let her talk at her own pace; I stood there waiting.

“The first thing I thought was just that it made some kind of sense.”

Nora took a breath and opened her mouth to speak again. She paused searching for the words. I felt a stab of pity in my breast when she said that. I had had friends go through similar things. Some shithead partner cheats on them and the internalized and a completely bullshit guilt consumes them. It wasn’t that some ass clown betrayed them. No, really they had missed the signs, hadn’t been the good wife or partner or whatever. I didn’t think it was possible to be angrier at Mark, but seeing Nora turn the blame inward left me incensed.

“Nora,” I interjected as she opened her mouth to speak again, “you can’t blame yourself. None of us is the perfect partner. It doesn’t give our other halves permission to jump into bed with whoever tickles their fancy.”

Nora smiled and shook her head.

“No, Mia. That’s not really what I mean.”

There was a pause that hung heavy in the room, as pregnant as could be. The anticipation was so strong that I had more or less completely forgotten that I was topless.

“I mean that when I saw him in bed with her, I understood it. I was jealous. But not of her.”

“Oh,” I said immediately, my mouth moving faster than my mind. And then, the realization hit. “Ohhhhhhhh.”

I was blushing again, my mind a scattered and tangled mess of a million different thoughts. My heart slammed against my chest.

“Umm, that’s…well, oh, um,” I stumbled over my words like drunk in the dark. “That is certainly a big thing to realize and ummm…I mean, obviously I know something about that—I mean not about her, or…Oh, boy.” I took a deep breath and tried to settle myself. “Why don’t I just put a shirt on and we can talk?”

Nora waved that suggestion away casually. And patted a spot next to her on the bed.

“Don’t worry about it. They're just tits. We both have them. I’d really like to talk to you about this.”

Hearing Nora’s words, my mouth went dry.

“Oh,” I said, moving toward the dresser, “it’s no big deal. It will only take a minute.”

“What about now?”

I turned and nearly fell over my own feet as I watched Nora grip the neck of her t-shirt with both hands and pull it down. Her tits spilled out of the neckline in all their naked glory. Despite everything that was going on, I felt a throb in my clit so strong, it made my eyes go wide and the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“Now both our tits are out. So can we please talk about this now?”

What the fuck is my life right now? That question echoed in my head, repeating itself as it bounced around an otherwise empty and baffled mind.

“Ummm…”

I tried to keep a clear head but it was all too much. I kept finding my eyes drifting down to Nora’s chest. There was something off about the whole situation. The casual way she sat there as though there was nothing sexual about any of this was almost enough to convince the logical part of my mind. But the deeper animal part of my brain was already succumbing to lust. And could you really blame me?

Here was my gorgeous best friend, with her tits on full display, sitting in my room, on my bed, telling me about how she was attracted to the bombshell that her husband had cheated on her with, and asking me to sit down on the bed next to her to talk. The implications were obvious enough that even I no longer had any doubts.

It was a strange way to go about it, but it was clear what was happening. And it made me wonder if what had happened last night had been an accident at all.

“Nora…” I struggled to find the words. “This is insane.”

“What do you mean?” she affected a casual air that playfully dismissed my concerns.

“Nora, you are sitting topless on my bed telling me that the first thing you thought about when you found your husband in bed with another woman was that you wanted to trade places with him!”

“And?” Nora raised one eyebrow defiantly.

“And…” I threw my hands up in exasperation. “A girl could get ideas.”

I saw a smile spread slowly across Nora’s face and I knew that I had picked the wrong thing to say.

“What kind of ideas?” she asked and the danger in her eyes made me gulp.

“Nora…”

She stood up, sauntered over to me. I had always thought Nora was attractive, very much so, but this was a side of her I had never seen before: sexy, confident, assertive. It did nothing to make her less attractive. Or to make any of this any easier.

“You’re going to be saying that name…” she drew out her words and gave me a wink that made my stomach do flips. “A lot.”

And the next thing I knew, I felt her lips against mine. Some voice, deep in the back of my reasoning brain, screamed at me that this was a terrible idea. But the voice was soft and faint and far away, soon drowned out by a deep and needy hunger. I kissed Nora like my life depended on it and she kissed me back with the same frenetic intensity.

None of this made sense. None of this was a good idea. I was waging two wars. One was in my mind, as logic struggled to win out of lust and passion and desire. The other war being waged was the one between Nora and myself as we attempted in ways continually more aggressive and passionate to devour one another.

Her tongue slipped past my lips, met my own. My hand found a handhold on the swell of her hips and slid back, cupping her ass. I squeezed it gently as we both stumbled toward the bed. Our tits pressed together, and now and again her nipple would brush against my own and I moaned into her, my whole body going nearly slack as the sensation overwhelmed me. It happened again just as we reached the bed and I tumbled onto it, pulling Nora down with me.

She ended up on top of me, straddling me across the waist. Her big heavy tits hung tantalizingly in front of my face. I wanted nothing more than to lean forward and take one of them in my mouth. Nora gave me no time to consider my next move before she was all over me again. I felt her fingers on my waistband, gliding across, not going in, but teasing. My whole body trembled. She kissed my neck hard enough to make me yelp and I knew I would have hickey there later.

“This is a terrible idea,” I said half-heartedly as Nora’s lips brushed against my earlobe.

“I know,” she whispered to me, her voice husky with desire. “That’s why it’s so fucking hot.”

Nora’s fingers slipped inside my waistband and the whole world shook. My breath caught in my chest as I felt her fingers inch their way lower. I was a mess, a wreck, a puddle. In that moment, I would have done anything she told me. Any resistance I had been trying to cultivate evaporated completely. Defenses crumbled away as I surrendered completely to Nora. There were a million reasons this was an awful idea. And at that moment none of them mattered.

“Oh, Nora!”

I couldn’t believe the situation I found myself in: moaning my ‘straight’ best friend's name as her finger found my clit and circled it. My whole body shook with the pleasure of it. I had wanted this for so long, for years and years, I realized.

“Does that feel good?” she asked, the slightest bit of hesitancy crossing into her voice.

It dawned on me then that she had never done this before! To herself, almost certainly, but never with another woman. She was nervous. I made sure to heap on the encouragement.

“Feels so fucking good, babe,” I said and then winked. “You sure you’ve never done this before?”

I saw the lust kindle in her eyes at that and a sultry smile crept across her face. She slipped one finger inside me. I gasped. White hot pleasure coursed through my body, rolling in waves of warmth across my skin, shooting like lighting through my nerves. My mouth lolled open and my eyes were half-closed, delirium and desire filling me up.

“And what about that?” Nora cooed, her lips pressed against my ear.

“So good,” I half-mumbled, half-moaned. I’m not even sure she heard me. I was too lost to care. Another finger slipped inside me. The world flashed silver and white and then silver again. I closed my eyes hard enough to see colors. It had only been a few minutes and I felt an orgasm already rushing on. I wanted to tell her. To let her know that I was close, but when I opened my mouth the only thing that escaped my lips was a moan in the shape of her name. Again and again and again.

“Nora, Nora, Nora…”

So close, so very close. Two fingers inside of me. Nora’s lips kissing down my neck, her tits pressed against my bare skin. I was in heaven. I wanted this moment here with her, this moment that I waited for for so many years, to last forever. Such a long time waiting for something I had never even realized I was waiting for. And now, realizing it, I wanted to live in this moment, tangled up with Nora, exploring each other’s bodies for the rest of my life.

My body had other ideas. Nora’s lips crept back up, rested against my ears.

“Are you going to cum for me Mia? Are you going to cum for your straight best friend?”

I was already close. Already threatening to hurtle past the point of no return. So when Nora whispered that filthiness into my ear, I completely lost it. This was not a composed, cool orgasm, divine and graceful, some dainty and feminine thing. This was an intense whole body experience, raw and passionate and animalistic. Frantic, frenetic, and almost panicked as the pleasure reached such heights I almost thought it might be too much, that it might overwhelm me. I nearly fainted. But I didn’t, and as Nora continued to finger fuck me I held on for dear life. Until I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t see, couldn’t speak. I had had orgasms before, too many to count, but they all paled in comparison to this. This was the one. The big, rolling, unending, body wracking, skin tingling, earth-shattering orgasm against which all other orgasms would be compared.

After, my body ached, sweet and deep and pleasurable. It felt good and right and beautiful in a way that was new to me. It took a moment for the room to stop spinning and longer still for me to catch my breath. Nora had rolled off of me in the meantime, giving me space to recover.

I turned and looked over at her. The hunger in her eyes was as intense as ever. I felt my own arousal stir again between my legs. I would have told you I needed more time, but seeing Nora there like that made me suddenly impatient. I needed her, again. Now.


Chapter 7

We laid on the bed, lips locked, hands exploring each other's bodies. Nora’s shirt, which had not been doing much of a job covering her, was gone. I didn’t remember when that had happened. A few minutes later her pants were gone and then my shorts. No recollection of that either. The whole thing was like a fever dream of lust hurtling from one scattered scene to the next. The pace was fast, frenetic, impatient and eager and delighted. Nothing had ever felt like this.

I’m not sure how long we kissed like that, hungrily attacking one another with lips and tongues and hands. But eventually my jaw grew tired, the muscles in my face ached. I pulled back, giving myself a brief reprieve. Nora was smiling from ear to ear.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” she whispered.

“Me neither,” I said and I couldn’t, not really. I had only woken up…a half hour ago? An hour? In the throes of passion, time had ceased to move in a steady and predictable way. Part of me felt like I had only spent a few brief seconds with Nora. Another part felt as though we had spent a lifetime in bed together like this. The dream-like strangeness of just having woken up still hovered in my head, making it almost possible to believe that this was still a dream.

I pinched myself. Nora raised an eyebrow.

“Just making sure,” I said and then I kissed her again.

She laughed and kissed me back, lighter and more playful than what had come before, but no less alluring. It suddenly hit me that there were so many ways to kiss and I wanted to explore them all with Nora.

“You’re not dreaming, babe,” Nora kissed at my neck, down to my collar bone. She paused there and looked up at me, suddenly bashful.

“Can I tell you something?”

What was that in her voice? Excitement? Nerves? Trepidation?

I nodded slowly, carefully, as though I might decide to take it back halfway through. I didn’t.

“I’ve thought about this for years.”

Years. The word echoed in my head. I heard it but my brain refused to comprehend. It didn’t make sense. My best friend, who until very recently had been—by all accounts, including her own—very straight, was telling me that she had thought about sleeping with me for years? My ears burned and a sense of vertigo passed over me.

“Years?” I didn’t know what else to say.

“Oh, no, not like some obsession or anything,” Nora stumbled over her words trying to explain. “But occasionally, now and then, I’d have a late night, maybe Mark was away or had passed out early from drinking. Anyway, I’d get to feeling a little frisky and, well, I’ve always thought you were so pretty. So many girls are, but Mia, you are a goddess. Your smooth skin, your curves, the way you smile.” She was blushing now, rambling, and I was loving every second of it. “And I would…I’d sometimes find myself scrolling through old pictures of you on my phone. For a long time, that was all I did. I’m not even sure if I connected it to being turned on. I kind of lied to myself I guess. Telling myself in those moments I was just lonely and seeing pictures of my best friend helped.”

Her cheeks were beet red. I wanted to kiss her so badly, but something held me back. Hearing her say this all out loud was like having a front row seat to the sexual awakening that had led to this moment, that had led to Nora here in bed with me.

“Just lonely, huh?” I needled her a bit, gave her a playful punch in the shoulder.

She laughed. “Like I said, I was lying to myself.”

“And why do you think that was?” My cheeks were sore, from the kissing before partly, but now from the smile that split my face from ear to ear; I couldn’t help myself.

Nora rolled her eyes. “On a bit of a fishing expedition, are we?”

I shrugged, bashfully: a silent and playful maybe.

Nora smiled back at me. “Fine, I guess after what we just did, giving you the juicy details about this is kind of table stakes.”

She paused and took a breath.

“But eventually there was more.” She fixed me with her gaze. I felt my mind going numb. This girl! I thought. She had a knack for this sort of thing, story and seduction mixed together until there was no distance between them. I wiggled on the line and she let me, waiting, drawing it out, before she would reel me in. “I remember the first time. It was one of those nights. Late, you know. I found myself drawn to your pictures like I had been before. But there was something bubbling up, something that I guess had always been there but something that night—maybe something I ate, something I dreamed, something in the air—brought it hurtling toward the surface. I scrolled through your pictures until I came to one of us at the beach. From that trip we took the summer after junior year to the Outer Banks. Our arms were around each other's shoulders. I was looking at the camera. You were looking at me.”

She paused again, her breath nearly trembling. I smiled at her, reassuringly. It was important that she get through this, that she get this out, and that she do it herself.

“I saw…something in the way you looked at me. No one else has ever looked at me like that. Certainly not Mark. And before I really knew what was happening, my hand was between my legs. I was so wet, Mia. Soaked. Because of you. Because of that look on your face.” She smiled, then laughed. “And I mean, that bathing suit too. You looked fucking incredible in it. I imagined taking it off you.”

I was torn. On the one hand, this was serious. Nora was coming out to me, in her own fashion. Yes, we had made out, we had stripped each other nearly to nude, and she had made me cum but hearing it all out loud, how she felt, how she realized, was a different thing entirely.

On the other hand, I was elated, excited, and more than a little aroused. I hung on her every word, each tone and accent turning me on, making me fall even more for her than I already had. It thrilled me as much as it terrified me. Everything was happening so fast and there was very little blood flow getting to my brain to help me think through things logically. I listened intently as Nora continued.

“It wasn’t long before I came,” she looked me dead in the eyes as she said this. “I came so hard, Mia. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. Not with Mark, not with myself, not with anyone.” She looked down, suddenly embarrassed.

“What is it?” I asked, my curiosity overcoming my desire to give Nora her space.

“You’ll laugh.”

“I won’t.” I put a hand on hers and that seemed to calm her down. She gave a thin smile and took another deep breath.

“It was the best orgasm of my entire life. I touched myself again that night. A few times. That same picture. And then other nights and other pictures. At first it was a few times a month and then a few times a week. There were ebbs and flows but the trajectory was unmistakable. But that first time was still the highest of highs. It was indescribable.”

“Best orgasm of your life, huh?” I teased her. “Just from little old me?”

“Well,” she bit her lips seductively, looked me up and down with a hunger that made me shiver, “best orgasm of my life, so far.”

My clit throbbed at that.

“Oh, fuck yes,” I cooed, stroked Nora’s hair. “That’s my good girl.”

As I said it, her eyes clouded over, her lips parted and a soft moan escaped. Her eyes snapped open wide.

“Oh,” she said and then again, “Oh. Mia, I think…” she paused, trying to contain giggles like an excited schoolgirl. “I like that. I really like that.”

That was good to know. I filed that away for future use. And trust me, there would be future use.

But for now, I had other priorities. I looked Nora directly in the eyes. “Can you be a good girl for me and lose these?” My finger played with the waistband of her underwear. I leaned in, whispered into her ear. “I want to taste you.”

In a flash, Nora complied. She was as eager as could be. It was equal parts adorable and out of control sexy, which was, in truth, a good description of Nora generally. She could be fun and quirky and cute, or serious and sultry and sexy. The more I let myself consider the possibility of this being real, the more the realization dawned on me. Nora was my dream girl; no one is perfect, but she felt perfect for me. Everything I wanted in a relationship and it had been under my nose for my entire life. Funny how things work out sometimes.

“Mia?”

I smiled apologetically. “Sorry, daydreaming again.”

“Oh?” Nora asked playfully. “About what?”

I brought one finger to my chin and stroked it like I was putting deep thought into the question. “Well, about this I guess,” I said and then I dove between Nora’s legs.

“Holy fuck!” The floodgates opened immediately. As I began to devour Nora with reckless abandon, she immediately let loose with a torrent of curses, yelps, and moans.

Her back arched as she scooted her hips forward, pressing herself into me. Her legs wrapping around my shoulders, pressing me forward, my tongue burrowing deeper into her folders, probing, testing, teasing. I drank her like I was dying of thirst and hers was the only wetness in the world. It was a nearly divine experience as I bent to my task, so intent on delivering pleasure to my straight best friend the likes of which she had never known. It made my pride swell just a little to hear Nora tell me about the best orgasm of her life, but that wasn’t enough for me. I didn’t just want to be the reason for it; I wanted to be the one to give it to her.

And from the pace of her moaning and from the increasing incoherence of her speech, I could tell that I was giving to her pretty good. She was getting close now. I’ve had more than a little experience at this sort of thing and with that kind of experience comes a sixth sense. There’s a slight shift in the pace and quality of the breath, a minute change in the coloring of the skin, some subtle difference in the movements of the body, the tensing and untensing of muscles in the hands, in the neck, in the face. I knew that Nora’s orgasm was imminent even before she did.

Her eyes snapped open as my tongue darted across her clit. She was ready.

“Oh my god, Mia,” she panted, gasping for breath. “That feels…I can’t even…”

She trailed off, her head dropping softly back to the pillow. Her eyes closed, softly at first and then tightly as the pleasure rushed in. Her mouth opened in a soft, silent O. And then it hit. Eyes snapped open again, back arched, her hands grabbing at the sheets, balling them up between fingers whose knuckles were turning white.

“Miiiiiiiiia!”

My name was her prayer as I ate her until her whole world spun, shattered, and came back together. She was panting, screaming, whimpering by the time I finally relented. I hadn't even realized her fingers had been in my hair until, gently, she pulled me up and our lips met.

“Holy shit,” Nora huffed. She smiled mischievously. “I taste incredible.”

She licked her lips. Pulled me in again to taste her juices which covered my lips and chin.

“You certainly do,” I said.

“Mia,” Nora said, her demeanor growing ever so slightly more serious. “That was the best orgasm I have ever had in my life.”

I smiled back at her, felt the pride blooming in my chest.

“So far,” I said and kissed her on the forehead. “The best orgasm of your life, so far.”


Chapter 8

The next day there was a knock at the door.

I was expecting a package and opened the door without thinking. I was in the middle of conversation with Nora, who was sitting in the kitchen. I came to a sudden halt mid sentence, too surprised to continue speaking.

Mark was at the door.

“What do you want, Mark?” I asked loud enough to be sure that Nora heard me.

“Oh, what the fuck?” I heard cursing from the kitchen and then the sound of angry footsteps.

Mark didn’t have a chance to open his mouth before Nora was there, spitting vitriol in his direction.

I slunk backwards, letting the two of them ‘talk’ it out, if you could call the exchange of verbal assaults ‘talking’. I wanted to slip out of earshot, feeling as though I was eavesdropping on something that was none of my business. But given the circumstances, there was no way that I was going to leave Nora alone with this fuck. And I certainly wasn’t going to let him step foot inside my apartment.

“Look Nora, if you just let me come in, I can explain the whole thing.”

I opened my mouth to shut it down, but Nora beat me to the punch.

“Fuck off, Mark. There’s nothing to explain. You’re a cheater and an asshole, and I know you’ve been the latter for years now, probably the former too. We have nothing to say to each other. Expect the divorce papers in the mail later this week.”

“So that’s what this is about?” he scoffed. “One little indiscretion and now you get dollar signs in your eyes. Just an up-jumped little gold digger, trying to—”

I hadn’t even realized I had stepped forward, didn’t remember deciding to lift my hand, bring it down, hard across his face. The sound of my hand smacking loudly against his cheek brought me back to reality. I had slapped Mark!

“Not in my fucking house,” I growled, shocking myself as the words came tumbling out.

Mark’s eyes watered as he held his quickly reddening cheek. His voice was thready and high pitched.

“You hit me!” He exclaimed in disbelief. His eyes were wide and tear filled and wild. “That bitch hit me!”

Nora raised a hand and Mark shrunk away. I stepped in between them.

“Okay, that was enough of that.” I turned to Mark. “I’m sorry I shouldn’t have done that. I—”

“Damn right, you fucking cun—”

Smack! This time it was Nora.

“Jesus Christ!” Mark exclaimed, hopping one leg.

In truth, neither of us had hit him very hard. His pride was more wounded than his cheek, cowed by two women. I’m sure that stung his fragile little manhood.

As he was leaving, he couldn’t resist one parting shot.

“Whatever, Nora. You’re right I’ve been cheating on you for years. Never really satisfied if you know what I mean. And Amber?” Amber was the girl he had been caught in bed with. “Well worth it. Two birds with one stone really. I got that sweet young body and now she’s helped me get rid of you. Maybe I’ll give her a call. Ask her to move into our house with me. How would you like that? A younger, sexier model just sliding right in to take your place. Sounds nice.”

He turned and left Nora shaking in the doorway. Her fists were clenched at her sides. I could see the rage and hurt written clearly on her face. I waited for her to scream, to cry, maybe to chase after him, tackle him to the ground and beat his brains out (obviously joking here, but you catch my drift).

Instead, she started to laugh. At first, I expected those laughs to turn to sobs, but they did not. A smile spread across her face. She turned to me and, in a move I did not expect, she pulled me in for a kiss. My eyes were still open in shock as her lips met mine and we melted into one another.

We kissed for thirty seconds before Nora pulled away, still grinning ear to ear.

“What?” I asked. “What is going on? Why are you so happy?”

“I have an idea,” she said. “It’s really dumb, but—”

“Well, maybe we should—”

“And really, really hot.”

There was a pause.

“Okay,” I said, “now you have my attention.”

It took a few hours before I even started to come around to the idea.

“That’s batshit insane,” I believe were the first words out of my mouth.

Nora had only laughed at that, barrelled ahead with the explanation, undaunted. The whole conversation had gone that way. Nora would explain another part of her plan, either one I needed clarification on or some new part that she thought might assuage my concerns. At each stage, I thought that she sounded like a crazy person and at each stage she managed to cajole me into something that might have started to look like acceptance.

It was still insane. There was no question. But she hadn’t been wrong: it was hot. So fucking hot. As I’ve alluded to, I was much more experienced than Nora, obviously with women specifically, but just generally in terms of the number of partners I had, the things I tried, etc, etc, and so on and so on. But I had never done this. And if I was honest with myself, it had always been a fantasy of mine.

A threesome.

Despite what softcore Cinemax documentaries might lead you to believe about the lives of sorority girls, being a lesbian in college had involved a lot fewer sexually charged pillow fights between groups of experimental young women than I had been led to believe. But that didn’t mean the idea didn’t appeal to me, even with all its stereotypical undertones. At the end of the day, the math seemed simple: if being with one woman was hot, being with two women at the same time had to be even hotter.

Nora, apparently, agreed. Enthusiastically, so.

“Just think about how much fun it would be,” she said, ignoring the more substantive points of my objection.

“Oh, trust me. That’s just about all I can think about. It’s what I’m trying very hard not to think about, because if I do, I know the logical side of my brain is going to lose out quickly.”

“Well, that’s a sign, isn’t it!”

“Being horny isn’t a sign.”

“It might be.”

I laughed and shook my head. A threesome. Why was I so reluctant to agree to something I had always wanted? Part of it was just caution and good sense. This was all very very new to Nora. Very very fraught. Her marriage, her possibly newfound sexuality, the fact that said sexuality was being explored with her best friend: the list went on and on and the long and the short of it was that this was an incredibly delicate and complex situation. And so the best course of action, according to Nora, was for us to have a threesome.

But not with just anyone.

“You can’t be serious,” I had said when she told me her target. The idea went from “this is crazy” to “if we think this is a good idea, we both need to get our heads checked ASAP” in a heartbeat.

“There’s a certain symmetry in it, don’t you think?” Nora was enjoying this. She was making me squirm and she knew it. Even if I didn’t give in, I had the feeling Nora would still have gotten a great deal out of this before all was said and done.

“Symmetry?” I repeated, trying to wrap my head around what this logic was.

“Sure,” she said. “He throws her back in my face. Says she’s going to be living in our house. The little fucker. So we turn it around, seduce her. And then rub it in his face. Only all the rubbing and the faces would be on our side of things in the literal sense, just to be clear.”

The nonchalant way she talked about the whole thing somehow just made it all so much hotter. The longer the conversation went on, the more I found myself agreeing, but not because of any careful or logical consideration. She was relentless. I was horny. It was a dangerous combination. Looking back, I think she knew exactly what she was doing.

“This is insane,” I said for what was far from the first time. “You want to seduce Amber, the woman you found your husband in bed with, as part of an elaborate plot to get one over on your soon to be ex-husband and to prevent said douche from being able to sleep with the nubile young coed. Is that correct?”

Nora’s face became suddenly somber.

“I think that’s an accurate summary of the situation,” she said with mock seriousness.

“Oh yea,” I said and laughed. “That’s absolutely insane.”

“But hot,” Nora retorted.

I sighed.

“But hot,” I said and shook my head. “Very, very hot.”


Chapter 9

“This has to be illegal.”

“Why would it be illegal?”

“It’s like entrapment or blackmail, or something.” I was playing my final cards, and that only half-heartedly. I wanted this as much as she did, but I was trying to make the smart decision rather than the decision I wanted.

“Blackmail? I’m not threatening to tell anyone anything. I’m not even demanding anything. I just told her that I wanted to chat. And she agreed.”

“She agreed? Why would she do that?”

Nora shrugged. “You can ask her when she gets here. Should be soon.”

Nora sat calmly in my living room on the couch while I paced back and forth. I told myself that as soon as I sat down the battle would be lost. Part of me knew that it already was. Shortly after, there was a knock at the door.

Nora flashed me a hungry smile and went to go get it. Finally, I sat, frantically smoothing the fabric of my skirt. I heard voices from the hall. And then footsteps.

Amber lived up to her reputation. And to her name.

The first thing that struck me was her beautiful hair, strands of bronze, and red, and gold that made her hair look like copper catching the sun. She had green eyes and big pouty lips. She was on the petite side, compared to Nora and me. The top of her head would have come about even to my mouth, based on what I saw. But despite her small stature, she blew us both away in the curves department. If it weren’t for the first hand experience I was about to gain to the contrary, I would have assumed that the only way to get those parts on that frame would have been as an after-market modification. But lo and behold, Amber’s bountiful tits and to die for ass were all natural.

When she entered the room any thought I had of how we were going to avoid all this went completely out the window. I needed to have this girl. Twenty-two, curvy, with kissable lips and bedroom eyes. Was it hot in here? It felt like it was getting hot. As Nora came up behind her, and the two of them stood in front of me in the living room, I felt the urge to salivate. Forget about what I wanted to do to Amber. Now all I could think was the two of them. What Nora was going to do to this wanton little slut who had seduced her husband.

“Umm, hi,” Amber said to me. She seemed confused by who I was, by what I was doing there, which was, of course, quite fair.

“Amber,” Nora said, stepping up next to her and placing a hand on her shoulder. “This is my friend Mia. I’m staying with her while this situation works itself out.”

“The…oh, right.” Amber’s eyes were downcast, her cheeks red. She was wearing a pair of black leggings and a plain v-neck t-shirt. On most people, it would have been a modest look, but with Amber’s curves straining to be free, it looked almost pornographic. I could feel the familiar stirrings between my legs.

“Why don’t you take a seat on the couch there next to Mia?”

Amber stood frozen for a moment, not really understanding, but, maybe not knowing what else to do, she eventually shrugged and walked over. She smiled apologetically at me as she took a seat. Nora sat next to her on the other side. There was an open chair across from us, and three stools that backed up the counter and could be used either to join company in the kitchen or in the living room, depending on which way you turned. We were entirely too close to one another. The tension was palpable.

“So,” Nora said, smiling warmly at the younger girl. “I’m really glad you agreed to have this conversation.”

“Umm, yea, listen I’m really sorry about all that. I didn’t—”

Nora reached up and put a finger on Amber’s lips, silencing her. It was the same move Nora had used on me earlier. Somehow, watching her do it to someone else was even hotter. My skin was flushed now and I felt like I was burning up. I took a deep breath while trying not to look like I was taking a deep breath. Whatever game Nora was playing at, I was letting her take the reins.

“No need for apologies,” Nora said. Her tone was lighthearted and casual. She was very convincing. “Mark was an ass. No, you don’t need to try to defend him or take the blame. I don’t know what you knew. I don’t know what he told you. I’m through with him and good-fucking-riddance. But you…” Nora trailed off, her voice dripping with implications. She smiled and I felt a thrill go through me. God, that smile! “I’m very much not done with you, hun.”

Amber’s face was red. Whether from confusion and guilt, or whether it was beginning to dawn on her what Nora was saying, I wasn’t yet sure. But I was hanging on every moment, watching from the sidelines as Nora tried her hand at seduction. Call me biased, but I was fairly confident she could pull it off. It had worked on me after all.

“With m-me?” Amber was flustered and it was hard to blame her.

Nora’s wolfish smile spread from ear to ear. She leaned in, inviting Amber into our conspiracy.

“I just don’t think it was fair, if you think about it.”

“Not fair?” Amber’s eyes were darting back and forth between the two of us.

“Exactly, now you’re getting it,” Nora said, choosing to misunderstand Amber’s confusion as agreement. “You see,” Nora’s hand fell into Amber’s lap, the movement so casual it could have almost been an accident. I, of course, knew that it wasn’t. From the way that Amber gulped I think that reality was starting to dawn on her as well.

“Am I not pretty?” Nora asked, batting her eyelashes in a fashion almost too exaggerated to take seriously. Amber was too flustered to notice.

Her eyes glanced down at the hand in lap, back up at Nora.

“Of course you are,” Amber said, her voice trembling. “But I don’t know what—”

Again. Finger on the lips, but this time, after Amber went quiet, it slid down, and then Nora’s hand was cupping the girl’s chin.

“I think you do know,” Nora whispered. “Did you ever think that maybe I wanted a turn too?”

There it was. The thinnest veneer of normalcy had been all we started with and now even that had been tossed aside. This was a delicate moment. Things could go so right, or so wrong.

“A turn?” Amber mouthed the words again, incredulity straining her voice.

“When I saw you in bed with him, I was very, very jealous.” Nora’s hand slid up her leg. The room was so quiet you could hear a pin drop. “But I wasn’t jealous of you” I watched the realization dawn on Amber’s face, eyes widening, pupils dilating. “I was jealous of him. Jealous that he got to do this.”

Nora leaned forward and kissed her. When their lips met, I felt it. The phantom sensation of it as I lived vicariously through them. I watched, unblinking, my own arousal hurtling to dangerous levels. It wasn’t a peck, not a gentle little thing, it was deep and passionate and before long they were making out. Hands all over each other’s bodies. It was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life and so far I was just a bystander!

They broke their kiss. The tension was heavy in the room, so thick you could have cut it with a knife. Even breathing seemed like it could upset the delicate balance of this moment when everything hung in the balance…

“Wow,” Amber said, a smile spreading across her face. I watched the hunger awaken in her eyes. “You’re an even better kisser than he was.”

Nora raised an eyebrow, her expression going suddenly cross.

“I’ll let that one slide,” she said, slipping into some matronly authoritative voice that gave me chills. I knew this was just part of the act, but I found myself oddly drawn to this character that Nora was playing. “But from here on out, you will not mention him again. Not unless you want to get punished.”

“And what if I do?” Amber said defiantly.

Who was this girl? I asked myself. The same girl that was enough of a slut to hop into bed with a married man, I reminded myself. Amber’s youth and her initial shyness had lowered my guard, made me underestimate her, when if I just went off what I knew, her being slutty enough to be into this wasn’t much of a stretch. Nora’s instincts had been correct. And nothing in the world could have made me happier.


“Stand up,” Nora commanded. The authority in her voice was so strong I almost stood up myself. I put my hands on my legs to prevent myself from following my instinct. 

Amber, on the other hand, jumped to her feet almost instantly. She looked at Nora, bedroom eyes, opening and closing, batting her eyelashes. I felt a small stab of jealousy. I wanted her to be looking at me that way, or for Nora to. Suddenly, I felt left out.

“Good,” Nora said as her smile turned wicked. “Now lose the pants and whatever is underneath them.”

My heart slammed against my breastbone. Zero-to-sixty. That was apparently the pace that Nora was aiming for. Her voice was so alluring, it almost felt like I was in a trance. It seemed to have the same effect on Amber. Faster than I could blink, Amber was standing in front of us naked from the waist down. My eyes poured over her body.

“Would you do honors, babe?”

It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me. Nora hadn’t forgotten about me completely. I stood up quickly, perhaps a little over eager to get my turn in the game.

“Sample the wares a bit?”

Nora nodded slowly. I was almost jealous of Amber. Something about the way Nora was treating her like an object, the way we were talking about her like she wasn’t even there, like she was some toy or some piece of meat made solely for our pleasure—it thrilled me to no end. Maybe the next go round, we could change the roles up. I wanted to see what it was like to be their little fucktoy.

But first things first.

I crossed over to Amber and took the kiss that I wanted. It had looked so hot when Nora had kissed her, I couldn’t help myself. Her plump, delicious lips met mine, and then our tongues were in each other’s mouths. My hands roamed her body, keeping at first to the still clothes areas. I leaned in, whispered in her ear about all the filthy things we were going to do to her, how we were going to use her nubile little body until she passed out from the pleasure.

“You aren’t going to be able to walk straight for a month, little slut,” I whispered as I kissed her neck. Amber shivered and then my fingers started to explore lower.

They slipped off the hem of her shirt and met the bare skin just below her navel. Past that was smooth sailing, literally. Amber was completely bald down there, waxed. And recently too. Her skin was smooth as my fingers hovered across it, making my way between her legs…

My finger slipped inside her. Just the tip and nothing more. She was soaked. Her knees wobbled and a tiny, sexy moan escaped her lips. Her eyes were half closed and her weight leaned into me. I added another finger, let the first one sink deeper. She was whimpering now. Mumbling and moaning into my ear, her words coming too fast for me to understand. I picked up the pace and she melted into me. She was close to cumming already. It would have only taken another thirty seconds, a minute tops, and I would have had her screaming my name at the top of her lungs.

Nora cleared her throat.

“Now, you girls can’t go and have all the fun without me,” the chagrin in her voice was exaggerated, but a part of me still felt a little bad. “But I guess that’s what I should expect from a little slut, like you, shouldn’t I?” Her gaze was fixed on Amber. “First, my husband and now my best friend. If someone doesn’t teach you a lesson, I’m worried what you’ll resort to next.”

Amber’s body trembled at Nora’s words. I could literally feel her excitement as she pressed her body against mine.

“What kind of lesson?” Amber said, her grin stretching until I thought her lips might crack.

“On your hands and knees up here,” Nora said, patting the couch next to her. She helped guide Amber into position. She lay with her upper body resting in my lap, her ass up in the air, right in front of Nora. We had barely managed to get into position before Nora brought her open hand down on Amber’s backside.

“Oh, Mrs. Johnson!” Amber threw her head back and moaned Nora’s last name.

The room spun for a moment. Nora and I locked eyes. “Mrs. Johnson?” I mouthed. Nora Johnson. Amber calling her that was so fucking hot. I could tell from the expression on her face that Nora thought so too.

“That’s right, you little slut,” Nora growled and smacked her ass again. “Mrs. Johnson and Ms. Thomas, are going to teach you a little lesson. You are going to learn what happens to little sluts who take what doesn’t belong to them.”

Smack. Amber whimpered. She buried her head in my lap and I was acutely aware that only a few millimeters of thin fabric separated this beautiful girl's face from my soaking wet pussy. My patience was at an end.

“One second,” I said, standing up. Nora looked at me, curious but letting me do my own thing. I looked from Nora to Amber as I began to undress myself.

“I’m a little worried,” I said and my top came off. “A little worried that our slut here might be enjoying this too much. That she might end up making a little too much noise.”

Both girls were smiling at me and I knew I had them where I wanted them.

Nora nodded. “I think that’s a very good point, Mia.”

My striptease continued in silence, neither of the two girls able to draw their eyes off of my body as I stripped my way to my birthday suit. I took a seat on the couch, back against the arm rest, legs spread out. I raised one finger, made a come-hither motion to Amber. Her eyes weren’t locked with mine. They were glued, first to my chest, before they made their way lower. They stopped between my legs, transfixed.

Smack. Amber’s reverie was broken as Nora gave her ass another whack. Amber let out a soft moan and wiggled her hips in pleasure. Her vision must have gone spotty for a moment. Her eyes crossed and then uncrossed. Her face was a mess of confusion as she struggled to refocus her sight again. When she did, she smiled.

I reached out, hand threading into her beautiful copper hair. Nora continued to punctuate the scene here and there with a firm smack that echoed off the hardwood floors. I leaned forward, somewhat uncomfortably given the angle, and kissed Amber. It was the second time our lips had met and the novelty of it was still alluring. Seeing the odd angle my neck was at Amber helped out. She propped herself up on her hands and knees so that our heads were closer to the same height.

Amber broke the kiss, winked at me.

“Sorry,” she said, and seemed genuinely apologetic. “You have the most kissable lips, but I can’t just exactly ignore that.”

Her eyes flicked down and before I knew what she was getting at, she took one of my nipples in her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hissed, my teeth clenched against the unexpected wave of pleasure that surged through me.

Smack. Smack. Smack. Nora continued Amber’s punishment which the little slut seemed to be enjoying entirely too—or scratch that. She seemed to be enjoying it exactly the right amount!

Amber’s eyes were wide, wild, crazy with lust, delirious with passion. That I had never even met this girl a few hours ago and now she was busy sucking on my tits, while my best friend smacked her ass was too much for me. The whole world was spinning. Nothing had ever felt like this. I can’t say for certain that it was the best thing I ever felt, but it was certainly a unique experience. And things were just getting started.

As good as it felt to have Amber’s oral skills focused on my tits, I was impatient to see them in action the one place I was certain they would feel even better. My hand grabbed a fistful of Amber’s hair. This time I was not so gentle.

My tit made a sloppy, wet sound as I pulled Amber reluctantly away. Any disappointment in her face vanished as she realized where I was guiding her head next. She smirked at me as Nora brought her palm down again. Smack. Amber had the most dangerously seductive example of fuck-me eyes I had ever seen. My whole body was trembling as her face lowered inch by inch, millimeter by millimeter. It seemed like she would never make it there, like I would be waiting the rest of my life. And then suddenly, she was tasting me.

Smack. Smack.

She moaned into my pussy each time Nora smacked her, the vibrations making their way through her and into my, vibrating my clit as her tongue circled it. I was in heaven. Spots of white. Spots of silver. Hearing Amber’s muffled moans as her face was buried between my legs really did it for me. The sight of it, the sound, to say nothing of the feeling. All of it came together swirling, circling, all the while climbing ever upward until…

A pause. Amber’s tongue stopped moving. Her whole body went tense. My own vision swam, my eyes unable to focus.

“W-wha—” The word wasn’t even fully out of my mouth when I realized what was happening. Nora had switched up her approach and was now fingering Amber ferociously. The little red-haired slut was losing it. An expression of pure ecstasy was written on her face. Her mouth opened and a deep, rumbling moan escaped.

“Oh, Mrs. Johnson, yes!”

If it was possible for me to get any wetter, I did at that moment. This was all too much. The filthiness of it, the sluttiness of this sexy little freak was almost too much to believe, almost too good to be true. Almost.

It took Amber a few moments to regain her senses but when she did, she dove back between my legs without a second thought. The moment her tongue touched my clit again, I knew it was over.

“That’s a good girl,” I cooed, my fingers playing with her hair. “Make me cum, please Amber. Make Ms. Thomas cum.”

That did it. For her. For me. For both of us. The movement of Amber’s tongue became erratic, faster and then slower, as she tried to keep a steady pace while Nora finger fucked her to her first orgasm of the day. Her first, but if I had my druthers, it would not be her last. But that was something to worry about later. Now, I had more pressing concerns. Like my own orgasm which I was hurtling toward at breakneck speed.

If it didn’t quite live up to the feeling and the intimacy of the orgasm I had had earlier with Nora, the sheer naughtiness of it was a welcome consolation. After a half minute I had to push Amber’s head away as she tried greedily to lap up even more of my juices. I needed a minute. The room was spinning and I was feeling lightheaded.

By the time I recovered, the arrangements had changed. Amber sat at the far end of the couch from me now, having swapped positions with Nora who was seated in between us. Somewhere in that time, she had stripped down too. The three of us were naked as the day we were born. If I was drooling, I’m not sure that anyone could really blame me.

Nora turned her head, kissed me. Then she turned her head the other way and did the same with Amber.

“Mrs. Johnson made sure that you two sluts got yours,” Nora’s voice dripped with seduction. Amber and I were powerless to do anything but listen. “Now, you are going to take care of me.”

That was what I was going to do. I was in a trance. If Nora had told me to start a war in her name at that moment, I just might have done it. I looked over at Amber, saw the knowing look in her eyes. She flicked her eyes toward Nora’s chest. Oh yes, I thought. Silently and in sync, Amber and I both leaned down and took one of Nora’s breasts in our mouths. In an instant, Nora was speaking in tongues.

Despite her confident, composed exterior, I knew that Nora had no experience with this kind of thing. It was new and exciting for all of us. But overwhelming at the same time.

Nora’s eyes shot open.

“Oh wait,” she called out, suddenly panicked. “I’m gonna…FUCK!”

Nora bellowed at the top of her lungs as she came for us. All that tension, all that build up and it didn’t take much to set her off. Nora’s eyes rolled back in her head as she whimpered.

“That was…unexpected,” she said when she had managed to catch her breath.

“First one is a freebie,” I said and winked. “Isn’t that right Amber?”

“Absolutely,” said the other girl. “Let’s get you into position.”

We ended up in a position more or less the opposite of what we had had before. This time Nora lay in my lap, face up, her shoulders resting against my chest. Amber crouched between her legs, smiling a wicked smile.

“Ready?” she asked, licking her lips.

I nodded. Nora nodded. Amber dove in.

Nora’s hips thrashed as Amber’s tongue explored her folds. My own exploration was limited to what I could reach with my hands. I started slow, teasing Nora. Letting my finger tips move this way and that, barely touching the skin, sliding across the smoothness of her neck, into the hollow above her collarbone, tracing a path across the top of her breasts as I whispered into her ear that she was my good little slut.

Amber took a similar approach. She had attacked my pussy with a frantic energy. With Nora, she took her time. She kissed her way up her thighs, past her wetness. Kisses on her stomach, kisses on her hips, kisses that drew closer and closer, circling around. Nora’s whole body shook anytime that Amber’s tongue darted back in for a taste.

Each time her tongue stayed there longer, lapping up Nora’s juices. But each time, Amber broke off, made direct eye contact with Nora as she teased her again with the kisses. Nora was losing it. And soon enough, as Amber’s tongue reached out and found her clit again, the second orgasm hit.

Being second, I expected it to be maybe a bit less intense than the one that had preceded it. I could not have been more wrong. I watched Nora’s face. First her eyes shut tight. Then a tiny muscle in her forehead twitched. Blood rushed into her face until her cheeks were rosy and red. Her lips parted slightly and I thought I could hear the whisper of a moan escape her lips. It sounded like ‘Amber’. Then her eyes shot open, her back arched, and the orgasm tore through her, leaving her spent and breathless, panting like she had just run a marathon.

She looked at Amber. She looked at me. A strand of hair stuck to her forehead, giving her a messy just-had-sex look that drove me wild. I had it bad for this girl, I realized, in ways that had nothing to do with sex.

I was in love with Nora. I was in love with my best friend.

I brushed the strand of hair away from her eyes. They lazily found my own. I swallowed hard at what I saw in them. It thrilled me as much as it terrified me. The feeling, it seemed, was mutual.


Epilogue

I never thought this day would come. Not with Nora. Not with anyone.

My feet weren’t cold. The farthest thing from it. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous. I had eaten a slice of plain toast for breakfast. Black coffee. And still my stomach roiled. It was going to be a long day. A long, beautiful, indescribably amazing day.

Today was our wedding. Today I was marrying Nora.

That was a sentence I repeated to myself often. Sometimes I even believed it. The other times it felt like the whole thing was a dream. It had to be. I’d pinched myself more times than I could count. And still, I had not woken up.

“Knock, knock,” Nora said instead of actually doing it.

I turned, feeling my heartbeat quicken. Nora stood there, beautiful in her dress, looking every bit the princess she was.

“It’s bad luck to see you in your dress before the ceremony!” I said in mock panic.

Nora rolled her eyes.

“That might make sense,” she said. “If you hadn’t already seen me in it. If you hadn’t already helped me into it…” She lowered her voice to a sultry whisper. “And out of it.” She winked at me. “Besides,” she said, her voice returning to normal, “I don’t think it counts if you are wearing the same dress.”

My eyes went wide. I looked down as though realizing for the first time that we had chosen matching dresses.

“Oh, this is embarrassing,” I said, “and on my wedding day, no less.”

“Still worried about bad luck?” Nora kissed my neck

“Very much so,” I said, beginning to lose myself to her touch.

“Then it must have been quite a bit of bad luck that we slept in the same bed together last night, night before our wedding.”

My whole body felt hot, my mind flashing back to the night before.

“Not a lot of sleeping the way I remember it.”

We both paused, stared into each other’s eyes.

“Not bad for a straight girl, huh?” Nora said after a beat.

My cheeks were red hot.

“Oh stop that,” I said, batting her playfully in the arm.

She smiled wickedly.

“Why would I do that? I know my wife thinks its incredibly fucking hot.”

She leaned in, whispering in my ear. I felt her hot breath against my neck and suddenly I was seized by the urge to strip out of my dress as quickly as I could. The only thing that might distract me would be my efforts to get Nora out of hers at the same time. Nora must have seen it in my face.

“No,” she said, and she laughed. And then again, “No. We’ve already gotten into and then out of these dresses once today, because someone couldn’t keep it in their pants. The ceremony is in twenty minutes.”

“Plenty of time,” I said, hoping my tone was seductive.

Nora rolled her eyes. “I like to take things slow, miss!”

“Except when you don’t,” I said and I winked. It was Nora’s turn to blush.

“Mia! How scandalous! You are such a bad influence.”

“You love it.”

“I do.”

“And me?” I asked, happy to fish.

“And you too, of course,” she said and kissed me. “I love you so much Mia.”

“I love you too.”

“Ahem!” A familiar voice informed us that we were not alone.

We turned to see Amber, standing hands on her hips. Her dress was a dusty rose that showcased her impressive figure rather nicely.

“Come to join us?” Nora asked, giving my right tit a playful squeeze as she did.

“Oh no,” Amber said, shaking her head as she held her hands out in front of her. “Not again. We already went one round this morning. I will fuck both of you silly tonight. It’s your wedding night and you can do whatever you want to your little fucktoy, but until then—” She wagged a finger at both of us. “Best behavior from you two wanton little harlots.”

We all laughed and it felt good. A year ago this was not where I expected to be. Here with my best friend ready to get married, while the younger woman who was our frequent third in the bedroom served as our maid of honor. The same woman who had, for her part, helped to bring about the end of Nora’s previous marriage. When I said it like that—even if only in my head—it sounded a bit insane. Insane, but lovely. I was happy. Nora was too. Even Amber seemed to have come into her own over the last year. That was a different relationship to be sure, but it felt right that she was there too.

We had talked about it, back when it had all first happened and quickly decided that we both liked Amber, got along with her, and certainly enjoyed having some fun with her, but we didn’t have feelings for her the way that we did for each other. The feeling, luckily, was mutual.

So Nora and I were getting married, which didn’t need to mean an end to the fun the three of us could have together. Maybe someday. But not today. I didn’t know what the future held, but with Nora by my side, I didn’t have a care in the world.

“Ready to do this thing?” Nora asked me, as we stood waiting to go out. Our hands slipped inside on another’s, two pieces of a puzzle.

“Ready,” I said, giving her hand a squeeze. “Let’s do this thing.”
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